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Learn these effective, proved 
methods to win converts! 


—————— Not one but many experts 


share their best methods 
Hi to bring souls to Christ 


EDITED BY 


Rev. John A. O'Brien, Ph.D. 


Designed for the laity and relig- 
ious alike, this new 246-page vol- 
ume shows how every Catholic man 
and woman can win at least one con- 
vert for Christ each year. 


Never before have so many arch- 
bishops, bishops, priests and laymen 
pooled their efforts in one book on 
the convert apostolate — 27 contributors in aii! Each shares his 
most convincing device, technique, method and suggestions to bring 
the truths of Christ to the hundred million churchless people through- 
out the English-speaking world. 


Every one of the 29 chapters is filled with warm, human personal 
accounts and forceful, convincing tips for laymen and religious alike. 
You're bound to enjoy and profit by reading this new book now—and 
referring to it for years to come. Order your copy now and extra 
copies for special friends and convert-prospects. 

Paper-bourc-—31.00 per copy postpaid 
5 or more, 90c cach, not!> i 100 copies, 65c each, plus postage 
$2.59 each, postpaid 


Ideal companion books for the lay apostolate 
What’s The Tr: About Catholics? 
by Rev. John A. O’Brien, Ph.D. (280 pages) $1.25 
Father Smith Jackson 
by Bishop Noll & Father Fallon (227 pages) $1.00 
Everything To Gain 
by Rev. Richard Ginder (270 pages) $1.25 
The Faith Of Millions 
by Rev. John A. O’Brien, Ph.D. (498 pages) $1.75 
Truths Men Live By 
by Rev. John A. O’Brien, Ph.D. (423 pages) $1.75 
All Six Books For Only $7.00 Postpaid! 


Regular Book List price totals $8.00 


Order from the Book Department 
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A’ Christmas time we Catholics 
commemorate the Incarnation 
of Christ-that is the fact that 
Christ became Flesh and dwelt 
amongst us. But we also teach— 
the only ones amongst all the 
Christian sects—that the Incarna- 
tion is perpetuated in the Holy 
Eucharist or the Blessed Sacrament 
of the altar. 


The famous Lord Ripon, many 
years Governor-General of India, 
was converted to the Catholic 
hurch as an old man of eighty. 
He left in his notes a significant 
statement. 

“All my life I had a deep per- 
sonal love of Christ. I was con- 
inced that He could not have 
ome in one far off time, in a far 
bff corner of the world and re- 
mained for only a few short years, 
merely to abandon the world for- 
ver. I was convinced that He 
must be found somehow, some- 
where in the world today. I sought 
ior Him, and found Him in the 


Returning to London, he receiv- 
from Cardinal Bourne the 


Bethlehem 
And The Holy Eucharist 


Rey. Joseph A. Vaughan, S.J. 


Copyright, Our Sunday Visitor, 


unique privilege of having daily 
Mass in his sick room, and daily 
he received Holy Communion. 


The Spaniards have a beautiful 
expression for the Eucharist: Jesus 
Sacramentado—Jesus Sacramented. 
It sounds rough in English. But 
just as we say: Jesus incarnatus 
est, so also we might say: Jesus 
sacramentatus est. Jesus becomes 
incarnate, Jesus becomes the Sac- 
rament. And again we speak of 
the Incarnation of Christ; so also 
we might speak of the Sacramenta- 
tion of Christ. 


Both the Incarnation and the 
Sacramentation of Christ are mys- 
teries. As to the Incarnation, their 
is no mystery as to the fact. It is 
historical even as any other inci- 
dent of the past. Nor is there any 
mystery as to the motive. Christ 
became Incarnate out of love, to 
sanctify and save mankind. The 
only mystery is how one divine 
from all eternity in heaven could 
unite with human flesh. There is 
an infinite distance between divin- 
ity and humanity, between the di- 
vine and human, and theologians 


Inc., Huntington, Indiana, 1951 
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THE LEGION 


OF DECENCY 


Movies Are Classified - Not Censored 


Make Your Pledge Stick! 
William H. Mooring, Columnist for The Tidings* 


‘*\,/HY did the Legion of 

Decency object to it? I 
couldn’t see anything wrong in the 
film.” This “bright” question is 
thrown at me with dull monotony. 


No one who asks it would think 
of trying opium, then calling up 
the police to inquire why it’s 
against the law, “because I 
couldn’t taste anything peculiar 
about it.” It’s the same thing you 
know. 


Young Catholics, particularly are 
confused. They have grown up 
since 1934 when the Legion was 
first brought into being by the 
Bishops. What they don’t know 
on the subject would fill a book. 

Many vaguely think of the 
Legion of Decency as a sort of 
club which exists solely to make 
young people feel uncomfortable 
or unhappy about the films they 
see. 

Some do not know that the 
Legion has any Episcopal approval 
or authority. They do not under- 
stand how various ratings are to 
be applied. Who decides when a 
child becomes an adult? 

Many fail entirely to distinguish 
between the system of film classi- 
fication used by the Legion and 


* 3241 So. Figueroa St., Los Angeles 7, Calif. 


forms of film censorship applied 
in various states by civil auth 
orities. The Legion does not cep 
sor—it classifies. 


(within the octave of the Immacy. 
late Conception) in the churche 
is hard to imagine. They evident) 
aren't listening; much less sincer. 
ly repeating the terms of tk 
pledge. For they often ask, “Wh 
are the members of the Legin 
of Decency?” 


They are quite startled, 
things, when one replies that a 
long as they took the pledge, a 
they ought to do, they are men 
bers of the Legion. 


In a great many places the nee 
exists for what Father Edward 
Schwegler, writing in The Ame 
can Ecclesiastical Review for Avg 
ust, calls “A Legion of Decen 
Plan.” As Diocesan Director of 
Legion of Decency in Buffal 
Father Schwegler outlines wh 
has been done there since 1% 
when the Legion was formed, 


There and in many other plat 
active programs have been ke 
going, but in none that I know 
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has there been too much (often 
there seems to have been too little) 
emphasis upon the education of 
Catholics as to what the Legion 
classifications are intended to con- 
vey. 

youth organizations 
there has not been much collective 
activity against bad movies, nor in 
support of films that have enjoyed 
oficial approval. 

Some parents too, are complete- 
ly bewildered when their children 
query them about Legion objec- 


MOVIES ARE CLASSIFIED—NOT CENSORED 
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tions, while the conundrum of 
whether or not a practising Cath- 
olic may patronize films that are 
rated “objectionable in part” has 
become for many a formidable 
$64 question. 

The Legion has functioned for 
almost 20 years. May it not be 
time to consider a coast-to-coast 
campaign to re-invigorate and re- 
inforcee among a new generation 
of Catholic youth, the resolves 
which first brought the Legion of 
Decency into existence? 


morality. 


Pledge Of The Legion Of Decency 


Pope Pius XI said in his Encyclical on Motion Pictures: 
“All pastors of souls will undertake to obtain each year from 
their people a pledge similar to the one... 
their American brothers, and in which they promise to stay 
away from motion picture plays offensive to truth and Christian 


which is given by 


The Bishops at their annual meeting in Washington, 1938, 


requested all Ordinaries to have the Pledge of the Legion of 
Decency taken by all the faithful at all Masses, in all churches 
and chapels throughout the United States, on the Sunday within 
the Octave of the Feast of the Immaculate Conception. 

The following is the official version of the text of the Legion 
of Decency pledge: 

In the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy 
Ghost. Amen, 

I condemn indecent and immoral motion pictures, and those 
which glorify crime or criminals. 

I promise to do all that I can to strengthen public opinion | 
against the production of indecent and immoral films, and to 
unite with all who protest against them. 

I acknowledge my obligation to form a right conscience 
about pictures that are dangerous to my moral life. As a 
member of the Legion of Decency, I pledge myself to remain 
away from them. I promise, further, to stay away altogether 
from places of amusement. which show them as a matter of 
policy. 

I also promise to apply the principles of this pledge to all 
my reading. 
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Bishop Sheen Saw This 


The Defeat Of Communism At Fatima 


Bishop Fulton J. Sheen* 


¢ 


Bishop Fulton J]. Sheen, Auxiliary of New York and Nationgl 
Director of the Society for the Propagation of the Faith, was at Fatim 
to attend the formal closing of the extended Holy Year. In the following 
article he gives his impressions of the event, which brought hundred 
of thousands of pilgrims to the scene of Our Lady’s apparitions to three 


children in 1917. 


|F 18,000,000 people of the 
United States journeyed on foot 
to a little town, on a mountain top 


5 miles away from a big city, and 
there spent a whole day and night 
in prayer, one would have a faint 
picture of what happened in 


Fatima on October 12 and 138 
when one-eighth of the population 
of Portugal, or 1,000,000 people, 
came to Fatima for the closing of 
the Holy Year. 


On October 13, 1917, when the 
Blessed Virgin appeared at Fatima, 
it rained. The people expect it to 
rain as a sign of blessing. It rained 
on 600,000 people on October 12, 
most of whom stood all night in 
prayer. Only a few drops fell on 
the million people on October 13, 
but it was enough to be a symbol 
of the shower of grace. Mud is not 
conducive to prayer; rain generally 
dampens spirits as well as bodies. 


* Written for N. C. W. C. News Service 


But to the pious pilgrims both 
were opportunities for sacrifice fo 
the peace of the world. 


Two great ideas emerge from 
Fatima, one related to com 
munism, the other to Moslemism 

Fatima is the least of the cities 


of the world, but out of it will 


come the force that will conquer 


communism. The Red Square of 


Moscow meets its greatest chal 


lenge in the White Square df 


Fatima. The Red Square bristles 
with guns and with flags dyed red 
with the blood of the victims @ 


communism. The White Square ofr: 


Fatima 


is alive with a_ million 


white handkerchiefs waving 
affectionate greeting to the Whitty 


Lady of Peace. 
Moscow has 15,000,000 met 
under arms; Fatima, on Octobe 


13, had 1,000,000 faithful wit 


Rosaries. In the scales of divin 
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justice, one has the feeling that 
those twisted little beads counting 
Aves were already the master of 
Stalin with his steel. Communism 
was defeated on October 13, 1951, 
but the news has not yet leaked 
out! 

One million penitential souls can 
certainly do for the world what 
ten just men could have done for 
Sodom and Gommorah. The Soviet 
symbols of the hammer and sickle, 
under the impact of Fatima’s sac- 
rifices, will one day take on a new 
meaning. The hammer which now 
beats ploughshares into swords, 
and the sickle which now cuts 
human life like wheat, will fade 
from view. The hammer will look 
like a cross, and the sickle will 
look like the moon under Our 
Lady’s feet. 


Communism is a faith, and it can 
be conquered only by a faith. 
reat nations may stop communist 
aggression, but they will not stop 
cmmunism. Fatima is a_ flank 
tttack on communism through 
enhance and sacrifice. Rain, mud, 
fend night without sleep, and a love 
mf Our Lady make Fatima. Most 
beople in the world want a bed 
or the night; at Fatima all one 


ithful worked during the night 
ere more mighty than bullets in 
e conquest of communism. 

Stalin once asked in ridicule: 
many divisions has the 
ope?” The answer was given at 
atima; “A million.” Each is armed 
ith 15 decades of explosive love. 
alin says he wants peace. He 


means a piece of China, a piece 
of Poland, a piece of Korea. Fat- 
ima wants peace, too, but it knows 
that peace can come only when 
man has waged war against his 
great enemy—his selfishness, his 
hate and his sin. On that dark, 
damp night of October 12 hun- 
dreds of thousands of men and 
women were engaged in that bat- 
tle against everything that was 
non-God, and when morning came 
one knew that God had won. 


On October 13, 1917, when Our 
Lady appeared at Fatima, com- 
munism was just beginning to 
gnaw into the vitals of the world. 
In another 34 years communism 
will no longer be in existence. 
What will disappear will be a Red 
dictator reviewing his troops in 
the Red Square. What will sur- 
vive will be Our Lady of the Krem- 
lin reviewing in the White Square 
below her troops of the Legion of 
Mary. And when historians look 
back to the one event which 
turned the world upside down and 
brought it peace and prosperity, 
they will discover it to be not a 
battle, but a prayer, and not a 
day, but a night—the wet night of 
October 12, 1951—the greatest re- 
ligious event in the history of the 
modern world. 


The other important lesson 
which emerges from Fatima, and 
one which nobody yet seems to 
think about, is the relation of 
Fatima to the conversion of the 
Moslems. There are 374,000,000 
Moslems in the world. They are 
among all religious people, the 
most difficult to convert. But I 


ranted was a Rosary. Those mil- 
ions of little beads on which the ae 
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firmly believe that in ten years to 
come we will see that Our Lady’s 
appearance marked a turning point 
in Moslem history for three 
reasons: 


It is easy to understand why 
Our Lady chose Portugal: its peo- 
ple are good, with a strong faith 
and a deep sense of sacrifice. But 
why choose a tiny, insignificant 
village like Fatima, so that the 
Mother of God would be called 
“Our Lady of Fatima?” The 
answer is simple: the daughter of 
Mohammed, the founder of Mos- 
lemism, bore the name of Fatima. 
Writing after her death, Moham- 
med said: “Fatima is the most 
holy of all the women in paradise, 
next to Mary.” The Koran which 
Mohammed wrote, has 41 verses 
in Chapter 19 on Mary. The Mos- 
lems believe in her Immaculate 
Conception and her virgin birth, 
though they do not believe in the 
divinity of her Son. 


I believe the Blessed Virgin 
chose to be known as Our Lady of 
Fatima as a pledge and sign of 
hope to the Moslem people, and 
as an assurance that they who 
show her so much respect, will 
one day accept her Divine Son. 


Supporting evidence for this 
view is the historical fact that the 
Moslems occupied Portugal for 
centuries. When they were finally 
driven out, the last chief in the 
locality where the appearance of 
Our Lady took place later had a 
beautiful daughter by the name 
of Fatima. A Catholic boy fell in 
love with her, and she not only 
stayed behind when the Moslems 
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left, but even embraced the Faith 
and became a Catholic. Her young 
husband changed the name of the 
town where he married the lag 
Moslem lady, to Fatima. Thus the 
very place where Our Lady ap 
peared in 1917 has an historical 
connection with Fatima, _ the 
daughter of Mohammed. 


A final evidence of the relation 
of Fatima to the Moslems is the 
enthusiastic reception which the 
Moslems in Africa and India and 
elsewhere gave to the pilgrim 
statue of Our Lady of Fatima 
Moslems attended church services 
in honor of Our Lady of Fatima, 
they allowed religious procession 
and even prayers before mosque. 
In Mozambique, the Moslems why 
were unconvertible began to kk 
Christian as soon as the Statue d 
Our Lady of Fatima was erected 
Many are now coming into tk 
Church. Devotion to Our Lady ¢ 
Fatima seems very natural to them, 
and also a tribute to their ow 
Fatima. 


Missionaries in the future 
more and more see that thei 
apostolate among the Moslems wi 
be successful in the measure t 
they give them Our Lady of Fa 
ima. Mary is the advent of Chiis 
She brings Christ to people bef 
Christ is born, as she brought t 
unborn Christ to Elizabeth. 


Fatima is like a Parable. The 
are deep hidden mysteries in 
that have not yet been sounde 
But one thing is certain. No 0 
who was among those million pe 


itents on October 13 will do 
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that Our Lady of Fatima will bring 
peace to the world. If other na- 
tions besides Portugal do penance, 
there will be no catastrophe of 
war. If, however, penance is done 
by Portugal alone, then some kind 
of catastrophe may have to come 
briefly before peace will follow. A 
few all-night vigils might do much 


for America and the peace of the 
world. The future is known only 
to God, but what the future brings 
depends largely on how we spend 
our days and our nights. The more 
they are like October 12 and 18, 
at Fatima, the more quickly peace 
will come and Russia will be con- 
verted. 


Examination of Conscience for Parents 


Do we quarrel in the presence of our children? 

Do we slander our neighbors in the hearing of our children? 
Do we use bad language at home? 

Do we march around the house half-dressed? 

Are our habits as clean as we would wish our children’s 


to be? 


Are our manners at table up to the standard we insist upon 


in our children? 


Do I, as father or mother, set an example of truthfulness? 

Do our children see us at prayer? 

How much do we tell them about their faith? When they 
ask questions about God and His Church, are we equipped to 
give them the proper answers ?—The Catholic Worker. 


The wife looked out of the window and remarked: “The 
furniture people have come for the piano, Henry.” 
“But I gave you the money to pay the last installment!” 


protested the husband. 


“Sure, you did, dear, but don’t say anything. I’ll pay them 
as soon as they get it downstairs. I’ve decided to put it in the 


parlor.—J. T. Mack. 


A father gave a beautiful crucifix to his little daughter, 
and said to her, “Now tell me, what is the difference between 
the figure of Jesus on the cross as on this crucifix, and the 
Host which the priest holds up at the consecration of the Mass?” 
The little girl did not hesitate a moment. “When I look at the 
figure on the cross,” she said, “I see Jesus and He is not there. 
When I look at the Host, I do not see Jesus but He is there.” 
—Sentinel of the Blessed Sacrament. 


ie 


“THE living room of the Anderson 

bungalow was gay as a room 
should be on Christmas eve. The 
Christmas scintilated with 
multi-hued ornaments, there was a 
painstakingly built manger scene, 
and before the fireplace, the 
Christmas presents displayed their 
ornate wrappings. Here and there 
silver bells with perky red rib- 
bons, sprigs of holly, and clusters 
of mistletoe added to the festive 
note. 


But the two occupants of the 
room were in sad discord with the 
holiday tone. Stella sat stiffly in a 
chair on one side of the tree, tears 
dripping from her reddened eyes, 
while George, her husband, sat on 
the other, his grimly set jaws 
belying his attitude of studied non- 
chalance. 

Stella stifled a sob. She had 
never dreamed that George could 
be such a brute. It was their very 
first Christmas together, planned 
with such loving anticipation, and 
now George had ruined every- 


She had been positive that they 
loved each other too much to 
ever quarrel, about anything, but 
she had been wrong. They had 
quarreled, bitterly and violently, 


A Short Story 


A Lesson In Good Will 


Bille Eckert Martin 


and the quarrel still lay be 
them. 


( 


“I won't give in,” she though 
stubbornly. “We agreed that w 
would get a pet. George said eve 
home ought to have some kind 
a pet. Naturally, finding the g 
kitten this morning’ seemed li 
the perfect answer. It is such 
sweet kitten, and I thought Geog 
would be pleased. How could] 
know that he would bring a & 
home, this very day? And such 
big dog! He could swallow myi 
ten in one bite!” 


Her chin jutted out obstinate 
“IT just won't have that dog,” 
decided. “George will simply h 
to get rid of it. I won't give, 


my cat was first. 
George had no business yelling i 
me like that, screaming about 
having any rights in his own hor 
and saying that I was trying 
boss him!” 

Her anger flared anew. § 
glared at the sulking figure of 
husband and bit off the 
“You Bully!” 

“Bully yourself!” George 
ed in answer. “You're the 
reasonable one! I promised to 
this dog a home. I can't 


tween 
ath 
pon 
a 
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aie no matter what. I like dogs 
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out now, can IP And I don’t intend 
to. He’s a swell dog. I haven't 
got anything against cats. I like 
cats. But we can’t keep a cat and 
adog both. They'll tear each other 
up. Cats and dogs just don’t get 
along. So you can either get rid 
of your cat or keep it locked in 
Bithe bathroom where you've got 
it now for the rest of its life, be- 
cause my dog is going to stay!” 


@ Words flew thick and fast, then, 
as the argument renewed itself. 
Accusations, recriminations, and 
Mangry, wounding words passed be- 
tween them. Suddenly Stella 
paused, shocked and aghast. What 
gmterible thing was happening to 
Bthem? She had thought their mar- 
iage such a beautiful, such a per- 
ect thing, their love far above 
petty quarreling or unkindness to 
me another. Choking with sudden 
ears, she ran out of the room and 
ed to the bathroom, to seek com- 
rt from the pretty kitten that 
as the innocent cause of all the 
isruption. 


Only there was no kitten in the 
athroom. The door was ajar, and 
me bathroom was empty. 


“George! The cat is loose!” she 

"6 Breamed. “If he goes out into the 

chen where the dog is, he will 

_ Bt killed! Get the dog, quick, 
of borge!” 

“Oh, good grief!” George shout- 

startled out of his anger. 


1e 
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“That’s absolutely all we need to 
happen yet.” Jumping to his feet, 
he raced toward the kitchen, col- 
liding with Stella, headed in the 
same direction. 

But at the door of the kitchen 
they both stopped dead, an ex- 
pression of mingled surprise and 
wonder on their faces. Wordlessly 
they stared at the scene that met 
their eyes. Then George turned, 
and held out his arms to Stella, 
and with a little rush she was in 
his arms, being held tightly to 
him, weeping soft, happy tears 
against his shoulder. 

“Oh, George,” she murmured, 
“what fools we are, what blind, 
senseless fools!” 


There was a thoughtful look in 
George’s eyes as he dropped a 
kiss on her curly head. “We are 
that, darling,” he agreed. “We are 
that. We have got an awful lot to 
learn. But cheer up, honey,” he 
laughed. “I think we have got us 
two pretty good teachers!” 


His eyes turned again to the 
kitchen. From somewhere outside 
came the faint sound of the 
Carolers singing, “Peace on earth, 
good will to men.” On the floor 
of the kitchen lay the dog, “his” 
dog, stretched out in easy, con- 
tented sleep. And curled up 
against the dog’s body, its head 
pillowed on the dog’s flank, 
slumbered the kitten, Stella’s kit- 


ten! 


Auto Salesman: (Seeking information after making a sale) 
“What was the one dominant thing that made you buy this car?” 
Purchaser: “Our neighbors just got one!” 
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That Immortal Song... 


‘Silent Night, Holy 


Dorothy J. Meagher 


RANZ XAVIER GRUBER was 
born in a small village in 

Upper Austria in the year 1796, 
the son of a poor linen-weaver. 
The boy showed signs of musical 
talent, but the elder Gruber would 
have none of it. The boy must 
learn the family trade of linen- 
weaving. 

Young Franz was an obedient 
boy, and it was not long until he 
was a master weaver. When his 
day’s work was ended he would 
spend the evening at the home of 
his friend Andreas Peterlechner, 
village organist and school master, 
who taught him to read and write 
and, incidentally, to play the 
organ. 

A practice piano was out of the 
question at the Gruber home, but 
he dug holes in the wall of his 
bedroom and inserted small pegs 
of black and white wood. Here 
was an “organ” on which he could 
practice finger exercises, some- 
times for hours at a time. 

One day Franz arrived at the 
Peterlechner home tc find the 


old school master ill, and there- 
fore that the village priest would 
have no High Mass in the village 
church that day. Young Franz was 
only twelve, but he sat down at 
the church organ and played the 
music for the High Mass from 
memory. The word soon spread 
amongst the townspeople. Even 
his stubborn father had to relent, 
convinced now that his talented 
son would never remain an ordi- 
nary weaver. He even acquired an 
old piano, and arranged for les- 
sons. 


Franz was a diligent pupil and 
in a few years was able to take 
the position of organist for the 
village of Burghausen. He was not 
satisfied now in being a musician 
alone, he also studied to become 
a school teacher like his old friend 
Andreas Peterlechner. 


He received his teacher’s certifi- 
cate and taught school at Arnsdorf. 
Later he was appointed head 
school master at Oberndorf, the 
parish of the hymn-writing Father 
Josef Mohr. 

Franz and the parish priest be- 
came intimate friends and he spent 
much of his spare time at the 
parish house. He was there on 
Christmas Eve, when the priest 
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was writing his sermon. Father 
Mohr was just finishing the words, 
“Unto you is born this day . 

when a feeble knock was heard at 
the door. He opened it to admit 
a poor peasant woman shivering 
with cold, who told of a baby born 
earlier in the day to one of his 
parishioners, the wife of a poor 
charcoal maker who lived on one 
of the alps. The mother wished the 
priest to come and baptize the 
infant. 

Father Mohr and his organist 
were strangely moved when they 
arrived at their destination. Here 
was abject poverty, strangely like 
the Bethlehem manger, the mother 
with a radiant smile and the beau- 
tiful infant held close to her, 
wrapped in a coarse shawl. The 
sight of such happiness in such 
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miserable surroundings brought 
tears to the eyes of the priest, and 
recalled to his mind the words of 
the Christmas story. 


On his return home, Father 
Mohr retired for the night but he 
could not sleep because of the 
scene he had just witnessed. 
Words kept forming in his mind 
and when the dim light of dawn 
appeared, he had the words of that 
immortal song “Silent Night, Holy 
Night.” 


On Christmas Day in the little 
church of Saint Nicholas in Obern- 
dorf, Father Josef Mohr sang 
“Silent Night, Holy Night” with 
Franz Xavier Gruber supplying the 
music on his guitar, because the 
nibbling of mice had made the old 
organ useless. 


Fair Trial 


Many years ago, an alleged horse thief was brought up for 
trial in a rough and tumble Western frontier town. Before the 
proceedings began, the judge gave the usual instructions to the 


jury. 


“Ladies and gentlemen, this here is a democratic country, 
and this feller is supposed to git a fair trial. You'll have to 
listen to the testimony and decide the verdict, guilty or not 
guilty. But remember one thing. There’s somebody bigger’n 
you or me. There’s a Divine Justice, above and beyond this 
courtroom, an Eternal Providence lookin’ down here, and He 


ain’t gonna be took in by no lyin’ hoss thief.” 


—Tracks. 


“T have concluded that the reason why military victory has 
not been followed by real peace is because we never have been 
willing to wage the peace with the same dedication, the same 
sense of sacrifice, the same resourcefulness which we have 
always accepted as essential to the winning of a war.”—Paul G. 
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‘He’s More Familiar Than Uncle Justin’ 


God Lives In Our House 


At a party recently, a non-Cath- 

olic friend mentioned that she 
had entered her child in our 
parochial school. She added that 
“she might be tempted to go to 
Mass once in awhile, so she would 
know what her child was talking 
about at home.” 


Thrilled at an opportunity to 
try my hand as a lay Apostle, I 
told her I'd be glad to accompany 
her to Mass and explain it to her. 
Right away another Catholic wom- 
an spoke up and said to our friend, 
“Don’t be silly. The Mass wouldn’t 
mean a thing to you, and you 
shouldn’t waste your time going.” 


An argument followed, until I 
noticed that the atmosphere was 
getting strained and we dropped 
the subject. It wasn’t “proper” to 
discuss God at a party. We could 
discuss silly books and the im- 
plications of dreams, but God? He 
stayed outside! 


At our house, God is a Member 
of our household. He is more 
familiar to our three year old 
Martha than Uncle Justin, who 
lives way out in Kansas. No mat- 
ter how rushed our school children 
may be in the morning, there is 
time to breath a quick “All for 
Thee, God.” Just let anyone sit 


Marian R. Sullivan 


down to the breakfast table with. 
out first blessing himself, and ther 
is an accusative chorus shouting 
“Grace!” 


All of the children old enough 
to be in school go to Catholic 
schools, so we know that God is in 
their minds, and His Holy Name 
on their lips, many times through 
out the day. 


Above my kitchen sink hang 
a picture of the Blessed Mothe 
and the Infant. While my hand 
are busy with the constant roum 
of household tasks there is ampk 
time to meditate on her life, an 
to beg her help with my problems 
Let one of my little ones rush if 
with a bumped knee or scratche 
finger, and along with the bandag 
and kiss to make it well goes a 
admonition to offer up the “hur 
for the Poor Souls in Purgatory. 


I like to hold eight-month-o 
Chris’s fat little fist in my ham 
and guide him in making 
Sign of the Cross before he got 
to sleep. Before the drowsy litt 
eyes shut tight, he looks at t 
pink plastic Crucifix his Carmeli 
aunt sent him when he was ba 
tized, and I like to think that 
he should wake during the nig 
the gently glowing Figure on ! 
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Cross will reassure him that there 
is nothing to fear in the darkness. 

Our seventh grader tells me that 
his marks are better now because 
he always calls on Jesus and Mary 
to help him with his school work. 

Our high school daughter al- 
ways blesses herself before a meal 
in a public restaurant. She’s the 
only lay person I know who does 
this, and some day I am going to 
gather up my courage and follow 
her example. She says very simply, 
“I don’t mind if people stare at 
me; God approves even if they 
don’t.” 


During May, Lent and October 
we have always said the Rosary. 
During the rest of the year we al- 
ways intended to, but something 
would intervene. A few days ago, 
six year old Ellen said very matter 
of factly, “If we can watch tele- 
vision, we surely have time to say 
the Rosary.” The nun teaching the 


than with His Mercy. 


Hell. 


R. Witham. 


GOD LIVES IN OUR HOUSE 
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first grade probably planted the 
idea, but we have found it a good 
one. 


It doesn’t take long, even with 
all the extra prayers our brood 
dubs in at the end. The effect is 
truly wonderful. The children go 
quietly and willingly to bed, which 
certainly wasn’t true of bedtime 
after a session with crime shows 
on TV. 


Perhaps we won't personally 
succeed in converting Russia, al- 
though the little Sullivans will 
think that it’s some of their doing 
if that happy day arrives, but we 
are doing a bang up job on our 
family. Besides the Russians, we 
pray for some pretty weird causes 
. . . the conversion of Paul Blan- 
shard and Vashti McCollum, those 
die hard critics of Catholicism, and 
even of Joe Stalin. Impossible, you 
think? We don’t, and God doesn’t 
either, I'll bet! 


Short Shorts 


Many a new car is bought at the price of a new soul. 
If you must gamble with God, gamble on His Providence rather 


People worry too much about the Hell-bomb and too little about 


‘Merciful release’ must come from God. It is not within the 
province of man to dispense it. Those with incurably sick 
or suffering loved ones should pray instead of slay. 

Modern man seeks to control everything but self. 

To keep her man, a woman should keep him close to God. 

The farther we are from God, the closer we are to the Devil. 

Stop worrying about Russia and take stock of where you stand 
with God. You won’t have to suffer for Stalin’s sins.—Daniel 


Nothing deceives the keeper of thy soul: He shall render 
to a man according to his works.—Prov. 24:12. 
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¢¢ A NY durned fool would know 
that it will never take the 

place of the horse!” 

“Fly like a bird?—Those Wright 
boys are crazy!” 

Sound familiar to you? Let me 
add another one: 

“Television? Not in our house!” 

Up to now I have been too busy 
watching this much maligned me- 
dium to attempt to defend it. I 
hope I have read the last of these 
articles by mothers and fathers 
who object to television without 
seeming to consider that it is here 
to stay. For the most part they 
will admit that they have seen an 
occasional program at a neighbor's 
house, or have been exposed to 
summertime fare while visiting a 
relative. They have never watch- 
ed television for any length of time. 

Their written condemnations 
usually begin: “We don’t have TV 
in our town. . .” or “Our family 
can’t afford television, BUT. . . ” 
Having conceded that they have 
had no sustained contact with TV, 
they go merrily on from there. To 
the first complaint, let me say that 
it is too bad you don’t have tele- 
vision in your town . . . but you 
will! To the second: you can’t af- 
ford TV, but wasn’t there a day 
when the driver of the buggy 
thought he could never afford a 


Like The Horseless Carriage ... 


TELEVISION 
Is Here To Stay 
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Dorothy Bauer 


car, one of those “durned fool con- 
traptions” now known as the auto- 
mobile? 

Well, anyhow, this new magic 
was introduced to our town about 
three years ago. My husband and 
I had the same serious discussions 
about its place in our home that 
the rest of you have had. Would 
it interfere with the family circle? 
Radio was bad enough, but could 
we ever get the children to study 
(or to bed) if we had constant 
movies in the living room? What of 
the questionable entertainment it 
might provide? We finally decided 
that television, like the “horseless 
carriage” was here to stay. It 
would be better to meet the chal- 
lenge than to play ostrich and ig- 
nore it. “Playing Ostrich” would 
be very difficult, because while we 
were busy ignoring TV, our chil- 
dren were in neighbors’ homes or 
at the corner store where the selec- 
tion of programs was not super- 
vised. 

We made our decision, then 
met the next day for lunch—a quick 
cup of coffee and a sandwich at 
a drug store counter. The lunch 
“date” cost us $400, but we have 
TV—and it has been worth every 
cent. 

Of course, the first few weeks 
were sheer torture. It was new 
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in Huntington, West Virginia — 
our town—and I saw movie stars 
(?) that in my thirty-eight years I 
had never seen on the movie 
screen. We had atrocious local 
talent productions. We had nu- 
merous station “breaks” and even 
that curse of the sporting—and now 
entertainment—world, the wrest- 
ling matches. 


There was often a houseful of 
strange children. You’ve seen the 
situation spoofed in the inimitable 
Collier's and Saturday Evening 
Post cartoons—or if you can afford 
the New Yorker, they do it even 
better! One evening a _ worried 
mother walked up to our front 
porch during the “Lone Ranger” 
and asked if her little Ann was in 
our living room. We looked at each 
other, and then back at her. My 
courteous “better half” solved it by 
saying: “We're not sure who is in 
there. Why don’t you just step in 
and call to her?” She did, and 
came out hand-in-hand with a 
child we had never seen, and the 
two walked quietly away. 


By now, important changes have 
taken place. We have become 
most selective and because we 
have cable connections, the pro- 
grams are excellent. We select 
our audience, too, and make them 
“check their guns at the door” so 
we know who our guests are. 

The twelve year old has set up 
his own puppet stage because he 
was inspired by the wondrous fan- 
tasy of Kukla, Fran and Ollie. The 
fourteen-year old has become a 
keen analyst of football maneuvers 
and baseball play. (Do pardon a 
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mother’s prejudice! Maybe it seems 
keen to me, only because I never 
know who has the football, and am 
still trying to locate the base on 
balls.) The girls can entertain 
themselves without benefit of tele- 
vision. However, we happen to 
be one of those average families 
without a Rise Stevens or a “Voice 
of Firestone” in the crowd, and I 
thrill with my off-key offspring to 
the sight and sound of lovely music 
beautifully staged. 


Watching such a program re- 
cently with the family, there were 
queries from the five- and the 
eight-year old: “Mommy, who was 
Chopin?” and “Was Beethoven 
really deaf?” When I was either of 
those ages, I couldn’t even pro- 
nounce Chopin, and Beethoven 
was an evil looking old bronze bust 
in the school music room. 


The exciting bits of information 
they pick up send them scurrying 
frequently to the Encyclopedia and 
to the Public Library for further 
enlightenment. You see, I am a 
parent, too, and make all the typi- 
cal parent-noises: “Go look it up 
yourself, honey. You'll remember 
it better that way.” But guess 
whose ear picks up the sound the 
quickest when they come back to 
report their findings? You know, 
don’t you? My ear does—my real 
good ear. I didn’t know the an- 
swer, and had little time to look 
it up. 

Television has become a real 
part of our family life. Today was 
a cold, windy Autumn day. The 
children ventured out a few times, 
but between excursions they saw 
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a most interesting program on 
India and its customs. They liked 
it almost as much as the one on 
marine life. That was even bet- 
ter, they thought, than Meet the 
Press—whose panel questioned the 
former Ambassador to Iran. They 
like Meet the Press, but won’t lis- 
ten to American Forum of the Air 
because that program has “windy 
politicians who just keep talking 
without saying anything.” Future 
voters are learning early to separ- 
ate the wheat from the chaff. On 
Tuesday nights we have dinner 
early so we can say the Family 
Rosary before it is time for Milton 
Berle. From the sublime to the 
ridiculous? Certainly, but life is 
like that. 

We have rainy, sodden days in 
this Ohio River valley. With those 
days come wet feet, dripping nos- 
es, much mud on the living room 
carpet, and the age-old complaint 
of childhood: “What can we do 
now?” It may not be very ma- 
ternal of me, but I think it is a lot 
more fun to be warmed clear 
through by the belly laughs from 
four children watching the antics 
of Martin and Lewis than it is to 
be tearing my hair about the prob- 
ability of pneumonia and ruined 


carpeting. Not that we don’t have 
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‘Fuss Budgets’ 


Did you ever notice that the people who are hard to fluster 
- « » the ones who don’t get in a stew about minor troubles .... 
are the people who keep youngest longest? Wise people know 
that a calm outlook on life pays off. “Fuss budgets” threaten 
the comfort and health of everyone around them as they work 
themselves up to a nervous breakdown.—Franciscan Review. 


colds and muddy carpets, but we 
just don’t have them so often. 


The hill folk in this part of the 
country have a polite but effective 
way of interrupting conversation, 
especially when the other party’s 
talk begins to appear as if it is to 
go on without end. It’s a kindly, 
“Now honey, y'all looky heah. . 
This usually either ends the sub- 
ject or puts the conversation on a 
two way basis. 


So let’s “looky heah” at TV. It 
has its points. More than that it 
is another “horseless carriage” and 
is here to stay. As Father Keller, 
the great Christopher, so pointedly 
puts it, “Television will change 
your whole mode of existence.” 
Since this is so, let us put ou 
Catholicity into action and con- 
tinue to insist that our living. 
room visitors maintain our stand- 
ards. 

We can give the “carriage” real 
power by complimenting the pro- 


ducers of good programs and rais- § 
ing our voices (and pens) in disap- § y 
proval of bad ones. If we do this § j, 
persistently, then we can borrow § |, 
another expression from the hill je 
folk and congratulate each other on § ¢h 
having something that is “Right pj 
nice.” w 
an 
ur 
lus 
wi 
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Santa Claus - - - 
Saint or Sugar Daddy 


Dont read this if you are an 
incurable sentimentalist, if 
you prefer a foolish fiction to a 
sacred fact, if you would rather 
fool innocents with a fable than 
inform and form them with the 
truth. Don’t read it if Santa Claus 
means more to you at Christmas 
than the Child Jesus. Don’t read 
it if you prefer tinsel and cotton 
snow and a red stuffed shirt to 
the manger, the straw and the 
swaddling clothes. Don’t read it 
if you'd rather follow the crowds 
to their Christmas shopping than 
go with the shepherds to Bethle- 
hem. 


eal For this is definitely not meant 
10 § for those whose idea of the Na- 
Ais: § tivity is fixed on perpetuating the 
ap B unholy fraud of Santa Claus. It 
this § is meant for those who want to 
keep Christ in Christmas or at 
hill § least are willing to give Him back 
‘oOn# the place He deserves on His 
ight @ birthday. It is meant for those 


who would like to rid themselves 
and their children of the painful, 
unnecessary and dangerous disil- 
lusionment that, sooner or later, 
will take from Christmas the cheap 
enchantment that gave it a haz- 
ardous happiness, founded upon 
a lie and ending in the loss of 


*Baltimore, Maryland. 


REV. JOHN SINNOT MARTIN 


Reprinted from The Catholic Review* 


childish confidence and trust and 
faith. 

For the Santa Claus of our age 
and of some ages past is not the 
ancient and holy Bishop, St. 
Nicholas, sometimes regarded as 
a kind of almoner of the Babe of 
Bethlehem. Our Santa has become 
a rival of the Holy Child, often 
enough to the complete exclusion 
of the latter from any place in the 
minds of children who learn about 
the reindeer but have never heard 
of the ox and the ass. 

Santa the Saint has been lost 
in Santa the Sugar Daddy. Chil- 
dren are to be good or they won't 
get paid with presents—a fine 
specimen of thoroughly un-Chris- 
tian morality. And what a swell 
build-up for an awful letdown 
when the omnipotent old gent 
doesn’t come across, which is often 
the case when the rich imagina- 
tion of childhood reaches beyond 
the pocketbooks or credit. ratings 
of parents in moderate circum- 
stances. 

Overall, this Santa usurper of 
the minds and hearts and imagina- 
tions of children brings to the age 
of innocence as many heartaches 
as he does joys. And heartaches as 
well to fathers and mothers who 
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cannot afford the luxury that he 
displays so lavishly in the windows 
of every shop and department store 
and holiday advertisement. 

True, it is increasingly difficult 
to maintain the fiction of a 
single Santa, what with identically 
whiskered old fellows kettling cop- 
pers on every corner and cuddling 
kiddies in every commercial toy- 
land. A slip of the tongue, an un- 
timely order delivery, a skeptical 
or precocious school chum, a 
Christmas disappointment, and the 
seed of disillusion is sown, the 


fall of the fable begun. 


Unfortunately, there is no tell- 
ing just where this initial disrup- 
tion of a dream may end. When 
the fact of parental deception 
strikes the impressionable mind, it 
is likely to extend to parental 
authority as a whole or at least to 
cast a shadow of doubt upon the 
integrity of those who have prac- 
ticed a deception that sometimes 
leaves a deep and lingering disap- 
pointment. 

Where Christian fact and com- 
mercialized fable are woven to- 
gether, the rejection of one may 
often lead to the but half-hearted 
retention of the other. Elders may 
try to make the distinction; juniors 
may not accept them as too credit- 
able in the light of previous per- 
formance. The whole Santa idea 
is bad psychology and bad peda- 
gogy. 

It is even worse theology, and 
all the worse for being entirely un- 
necessary. For it is untrue that our 
blessings come from a jolly old 
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toy-maker at the North Pole; by 
completely true that they do com 
from the birth of a Savior who js 
Christ the Lord. The Cathole 
story of the Christ child is truh 
and can grow with children 4 
understanding and realization, 


Santa is a myth; and not haf 
as sensible a myth as Jupiter, Baal 
Mr. Elwood P. Dowd’s Harvey 
Barnaby’s fairy godfather. 
quote two authorities® on the sub 
ject: “Father Christmas, 
Claus, or Sankt Klaus, is the Vic 
torian nursery substitute for th 
Christ child taken over from th 
Dutch Calvinists of New Anmste; 
dam, fabulous in this incarnation 
as the griffin.” And the same gos 
for Grandfather Frost, Kriskring 
(no recognizable relation to ty 
Krist kinde), Bellsnickel, Pek 
nickel, as well as for Uncle Hoh 
a recent fashionable London v 
sion of the holiday Lady Bount 
ful. 


It may be hard on those w 
like to play the part of a bene 
lent old pixie to forego the pleasw 
of donning whiskers and oversi 
red flannels. We have 
suspected that Santa was a 
of more pleasure to the grown-g 
than to the children. It may 
impossible to break up the cust 


But it doesn’t have to start 
families that are new. And it ¢ 


tots are in their teens. The unh 
fraud can be replaced with 
calculable profit by the Holy! 


| 
4 once it has begun in a growi 
family. 
2a be discarded in those where 4 
ie *D. B. Wyndham Lewis and G. C. Heseltine in their preface to “A Christmas Book’ 1 


fant. You can start with the truth 
and teach your children from the 
first what Christmas really is and 
what it really means. That kind 
of Christmas will never bring 
disillusionment, doubt, the loss of 
faith in the beautiful thing that 
makes Christmas an unforgettable 
symbol of love and sacrifice. 
Leave Santa to those who have 
nothing better. Leave him to those 


SANTA CLAUS—SAINT OR SUGAR DADDY 


for whom life must end in disil- 
lusion and despair. For Christians, 
Christmas without Christ is a 
blasphemy, the Nativity with the 
Child forgotten in the stable an 
infinite irreverence. It is high time 
our Christmas parties and plays 
got away from the modern and 
highly materialistic | Christmas 
Spirit and got back to the original 
and grace-giving spirit of Christ. 


Ironing Can Pay Spiritual Dividends 


Time was when I utterly complained of the weekly mountain 
of ironing—until I realized that some of my best and most sur- 
prising ideas evolved while doing this tedious task. After this 


“ realization, I deliberately set out to profit by this quiet work 
time. 

: First of all, instead of grumbling about the ironing, I thank- 
Pel ed God for the ability and health to do it. Then I thanked Him 


for the clothes we owned and also for the possession of an 
electric iron. From there I proceeded to the prayer of prayers— 
the Rosary. 

In order to keep track of my Aves, I put the lowly navy 
bean to work. Placing ten beans on the ironing board, I used 
them as my decade. 

I’m sure Mary doesn’t mind my using beans instead of 
beads—in fact She might agree with me that it is a womanly 
thing to do.—Mrs. John Bodeen. 


Ever The Pilgrim 


Many a pilgrim to Rome has visited the ancient Church of 
St. Praxedes situated near St. Mary Major. About halfway down 
the nave they saw a tombstone topped by the image of a pilgrim 
of old. It was not his broad-brimmed hat, nor his full cloak, nor 
his staff, nor his scrip, nor wallet which struck the viewer; rather 
it was the inscription graven there. The words were appropriate 
for every man who is on pilgrimage from one eternity to another. 
They read: “I was, you are. What I am, you will be. Pray for 
me, a sinner, and do penance.”—Action Now. 
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The Day Will Never Come 


‘When The Cow Jumps Over The Moon’ 


“THAT will be the day: When 

donkeys fly and geese sing and 
cows take to jumping over the 
moon. We shall never see it, thank 
God, because everything under the 
sun is governed by law. 


Isn’t it foolish, then, to think 
that, although the sun and the 
moon and the plants and the ani- 
mals have their laws, we men and 
women have no laws? That we 
are free to crack ourselves up by 
drunkenness, or addiction to drugs, 
or impurity? 


Poor old Dame Nature would 
have been a pretty shabby house- 
keeper if she had put the world 
in such a nice order, spring follow- 
ing winter every year, the earth 
turning around the sun every 12 
months, and all the rest if it—if 
she had done all that and still left 
man, the most complex and highly 
organized of her creatures, to 
dangle and flutter with no law at 
all to keep him straight? 


But she has given us a law— 
there is a Creator and He is to be 
adored; we are to do good and 
keep away from evil. We may not 
murder, nor commit adultery, nor 
steal. 


Suppose, now, that dictators and 
philosophers should tell us that 


Rey. Richard Ginder 


times have changed; that, for in- 
stance, if one “must,” one may 
get drunk or put aside one’s wife 
and take up with some blond from 
down the street. Does that make it 
all right? 


Let’s see: try it this way. Sup- 
pose a friend tells you that be- 
cause times have changed the law 
of gravity has been repealed. You 
go to the top of the Empire State 
Building and step off the side. 
Will you get away with it? Your 
friend will look sadly at the blob 
on the sidewalk and say, “Dear 
me: I must have been mistaken.” 


God’s law is changeless. Think- 
ing that wrong is right doesn't 
make it so. You can’t get away 
with violating His code. Look what 
happens when you break the 
natural law of gravity, and think 
of what will happen if you break 
that far more important law! 


When the cow jumps over the 
moon and the dish runs away with 
the spoon, then it will be all right 
to get drunk, to lie and cheat and 
swindle; to live with a lineup of 
women, one after the other, or all 
at once, like horses hitched to 
your wagon. 


But that day will never come- 
thank God! 
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mow IS THE TIME TO 


Order Gift for 


The ideal year ‘round Christmas present 


for your family, relatives and friends 


Delight everyone on your Christmas gift 
list with The Family Digest every month 
of the new year. You can do this easily 


and economically . 


Take advantage of our special holiday 
rate and order your gift subscriptions in 
groups of three for $5.00. Same low, pre- 
inflation Christmas rates as in previous 


years! 


In a matter of minutes many of your 
Christmas gift problems are settled. A 
few strokes of your pen on the attached 
order form will make many people happier 
all through 1952. Every month they will 
be reminded of your thoughtfulness as they 
enjoy their own personal copies of The 
Family Digest. 


> One-Year Gift Subscriptions only $5.00 
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Not just ONE gift 


but TWELVE! 


for each person 


on your ‘special’ list 


Give the gift which keeps on giving all through 
the Digest—the 
fastest growing 


filled 


nation’s 
Each 


and 


year—The Family 


Catholic home magazine. 


issue is with original stories 


lively 


Family 
Digest 


articles, plus significant writings from the world’s 


best secular and religious publications. Condens- 


ed for quick, easy reading and published in handy, 


Hours of wholesome reading 


modern digest size. 


Prepare your list now 
Save 


enjoyment in every issue! 
. on the handy order form to your right. 


time, save worry and money by ordering gift 


subscriptions in groups of three for $5.00. 


A special colorful gift card 


each friend you 


announce your gift to 
This gay holiday card, inscribed with 


will 


select. 


your name, will arrive several days before 


Christmas, to be placed with other welcome 


presents. The first gift copy (January, 1952) 


will be there too. 


Save time - money and worry 


Mail this Order Form NOW! 
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THE Family Digest 


Name o! person sending order 


Address 
City 


Zone State 


Gift card should read from: 


Enter my subscription. New 


Renewal 


I enclose $ in payment for subscriptions 


PLE 


ASE PRINT LEGIBLY 


Name 


Address 


City Zone 


Name 


Address 


City State 


Name 
Address 
City 


Name 
Address 
City 


Zone 


Name 


Address 


City Zone........ State 


Address 


Unless otherwise instructed a gift card will be sent 


HUNTINGTON, INDIANA 
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THERE is always a dirty book 
or two on the best-seller list. 
One reason for this is that women 
can read; and it is my impression 
that women are not only the chief 
buyers of books and magazines 
in general, but rather specially the 
chief buyers of the kind of thing 
that is kept hidden in closets so 
that the children, if any, won't 
get hold of it. 

Another reason for the success 
of this published rot is that there 
are a great many people who just 
won't grow up. Probably they don’t 
even know how to grow up. The 
country is afflicted with a rash of 
chronic adolescence. A quarter of 
the folks you meet are clinging 
ferociously to their long-lost teens. 
They don’t want to be men and 
women. They want to be juveniles. 

A third reason—and perhaps the 
root reason—is New York City. 
New York City is a world center 
of infantilism, arrested develop- 
ment, self-conscious sophomorism, 
literary fakery, phoney artiness, 
false sophistication and loud ex- 
hibitionism. The exhibitionism 
shows itself all day long in the 
fact that nobody in New York can 
drive an automobile without wear- 
ing out the horn. The spurious 
sophistication comes out in the 
febrile talk about “daring” shows 
and “significant” novels and so on. 


Memo To The Ladies 


Don't Be Fooled By Fakers 


Joseph A. Breig 


New York City must always de- 
lude itself that it is doing or read- 
ing or seeing something important. 
For the sake of its own troubled 
adolescent conscience, it must 
manufacture some excuse for its 
own existence. 

New York City is full of pub- 
lishers, publishers’ readers, literary 
agents and _literary-and-theatrical 
critics whose knowledge of good 
and evil, and of the heights of 
sanctity and the depths of de- 
pravity in the human soul, is about 
on the level with that of a high 
school junior. 

I have sometimes thought that 
most of the literati and intelli- 
gentsia in New York ought to greet 
one another as “Junior.” The ap- 
pellation, it seems to me, would 
be almost universally applicable. 

It is characteristic of such syn- 
thetic characters to become wildly 
excited over, and to be profoundly 
impressed by, anything that strikes 
them as a glimpse of Real Life. At 
their cocktail parties and their 
little dinners they do not hear 
anybody cursing like a Turk 
laborer around the coke ovens. In 
their arty apartments nobody uses 
the language of a steel-town alley 
drunk; nobody does the low things 
that are done in slums and hobo 
jungles. They are therefore de- 
liciously shocked, like naughty 
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juveniles, when somebody sends in 
a manuscript in which such things 
—very, very much watered down 
—are said and done. 


The literary and arty New 
Yorkers, confronted with that sort 
of book or play, imagine that they 
are meeting Life with a capital L 
in the Raw with a capital R. Of 
course they aren’t. Any policeman 
or police reporter, and stevedore 
or taxi driver, any doctor or nurse 
or social worker, could write them 
a book—or at least dictate them a 
book—that they wouldn’t touch 
with a 10-foot pole; first because 
it would make them ill, and second 
because if they published it they 
would go to jail—and all the talk 
in the world about art for art’s 
sake and freedom of the press 
wouldn’t get them out. 


But the policemen and the re- 
porters, the stevedores and the 
taximan, the doctors and nurses 
and social workers won’t write that 
kind of thing. They won’t because 
they are adults and not juveniles, 
and because they are moral hu- 
man beings; or at least because 
they respect morality in the ab- 
stract, and have some regard for 
the morality of others. They would 
never dream of broadcasting filth 
on the printed page, for children 
and adolescents and housewives to 
read. It would never occur to them 
to carry profanity, blasphemy and 


perverse immorality past anybody's 
front door into the living room. 

But New York City is Faketown- 
on-the-Hudson. Or rather, New 
York is a metropolis in which there 
is situated a kind of scattered vil- 
lage of self-conscious dilettantes 
which might well be called Fake- 
town-on-Hudson. And the fakery 
spills out of the theaters and the 
publishing houses, and __ filters 
through the country. 

The dirty book becomes a best- 
seller, and the dirty play a sellout, 
because everywhere there are 
Faketowners. Everywhere _ there 
are men and women—and especial- 
ly women—who aren’t womanly 
enough to be moral beings when 
they select their entertainment; 
who haven't the character and the 
adulthood to decline to buy Fake- 
town-on Hudson’s junky books and 
to patronize Faketown’s garbage 
plays. 

And if you ask these people why 
they wallow in that sort of sopho- 
moric slop, degrading their immort- 
al souls and blunting their minds, 
as likely as not they'll reply weakly, 
“Well . . . everybody’s reading that 
book.” They mean everybody in 
Faketown, U. S. A. 

And then there’s nothing left to 
do but to pity them, seeing that it’s 
against the law to kick them. 


(Now Read the Postscript to this 
article on the next page). 


‘Come To Me...’ 


The King of Glory is hidden under the species of bread and 
has veiled His majesty in order to encourage us to approach His 
Heart with confidence.—St. Theresa of Avila. 


— 


And a Postscript... 


An Apology - Plus 


ALF a dozen readers have chid- 

ed me for saying that women 
are chiefly responsible for the flood 
of paganism in books and maga- 
zines, and in the theater. 


I do not think that I can be con- 
victed of being anti-woman. I have 
written much in praise of women. 
My mother was a woman; my wife 
is a woman. I am pro-woman. 


But I cannot forget that books 
and magazines were decent 30 
years ago, when they were edited 
mainly for men. They are not de- 
cent today, when they are publish- 
ed principally for women. 


I need only point to the old At- 
lantic Monthly, the old Harper’s, 
the old Scribner’s. And I will leave 
it to any librarian whether books 
have not degenerated fearfully. 

Since women became the chief 
market for magazines and books— 
and for almost everything else— 
we have been plunged into oceans 
of sensuality, immodesty and 
cheap rattlebrained superficiality. 
Is that no more than a coinci- 
dence? 

It was only after women had 
become the family purchasing 


agents that advertisers stopped ad- 
vertising their products, and took 
to publicizing the fleshpots instead, 
using sin and the suggestion of sin 
to attract attention. 


Joseph A. Breig 


It is an axiom of the trade nowa- 
days that most of the publications 
are published mainly for women, 
and that the billboards, movies, 
plays and TV productions are 
aimed at them. 


Therefore, the suggestiveness 
and the silliness of the books and 
magazines, and the low condition 
of advertising and entertainment, 
seem to me to constitute a strong 
indictment of women. 


Doubtless they constitute an in- 
dictment of men, too. Men ought 
to be manly enough to insist that 
only decent literature enter their 
homes, and that their families see 
only decent shows and buy pro- 
ducts decently advertised. 


But the purse has passed largely 
to women, and theirs is the primary 
responsibility. They are not facing 
up to that responsibility. Our wo- 
men could transform our civiliza- 
tion. They can transform it any 
time they choose. They can stop 
buying meretricious junk. They can 
stop patronizing advertisers to 
whom women are only so many 
bodies, to be used for sales pro- 
motion; and so many boobs, to 
be lured into stores. 

There was once one visitor from 
the Soviet Union who said one 
thing that was not a lie. I have a 
clipping quoting from an article in 
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a Soviet publication by Sergei A. 
Gerassimov, a Russian film pro- 
ducer. 


Gerassimov wrote that the un- 
clothed woman, “like a national 
trademark, has become the symbol 
of American commerce.” He ob- 
served: 


“It is very strange and unpleas- 
ant to see how American women 
. . . calmly pass this cascade of 
insolent colored pornography. Ap- 
parently long ago they stopped 
noticing the insulting role assigned 
to them by American commercial 
culture.” 


“The unclothed woman, like a 
national trademark . . .” One of 
these days, women are going to 
begin to resent that insulting role. 
One of these days they are going 
to revolt against being treated as 
if they had no souls and no human 
dignity. 

Women can reverse the whole 
trend of the world. Some day, I 
believe, they will reverse it. Some 
day they will serve notice that 
they are something more than a 
market, and something better than 
a billboard illustration; and they 
will resume the high estate that 
is theirs. 
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Half The Proceeds 


Half of the proceeds of President Zachary Taylor’s inaugural 
ball were donated to the Sisters of Charity at St. Vincent’s 
Orphan Asylum, now St. Vincent’s Home ard School in Washing- 
ton. This was at the request of the President’s 22-year-old mar- 
ried daughter, Mrs. Elizabeth Taylor Bliss, who knew the nuns 
and admired their unselfish labors. Mrs. Bliss, then Mistress and 
Hostess of the White House, carried the money to the Sisters 
herself.—Francis de Sales Ryan. 


When they do that, they will 
change the whole atmosphere of 
our civilization, because they will 
reject slop in literature and the 
theater, and will demand—and get 
—intelligence and inspiration. 

In the days when Puritan pris- 
siness and representatives ruled 
this country with a bony hand, 
anybody who was at all perceptive 
could sense the revolution that was 
coming. But there is an opposite 
revolution brewing now; and when 
it breaks, the peddlers of pruriency 
are going to be running like jackals 
before a forest fire. 

We need not—be we women or 
men—go on being boobs for the 
big publishers, the big merchants 
and the big entertainment poo- 
bahs. We need not allow them to 
go on rotting away the founda- 
tions of homes and nations. 

We can, whenever we choose, 
kick the fat foot of the salesman 
of sensuality out of the door of 
our world, and keep him outside 
until he learns some morality and 
some manners. We can do that- 
and sooner or later we will. But 
it is up to the women to lead the 
movement. 

The men, never fear, will go 
along. 
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In Fiction 


O new novels discuss the 
problem of the divorced Cath- 
olic. He has a rough time of it 
in John Brunini’s “Days of a Hire- 
ling.” She has a different kind of 
bad time in Margaret Culkin Ban- 
ning’s “Fallen Away.” If the two 
books could be sold, boxed, with 
Ellin Mackay’s earlier novel on 
mixed marriages, “Lace Curtain,” 
we should have between covers a 
series of more gruesome warnings 
against injudicious marrying than 
any member of the kindly clergy is 
ever apt to state. 


Both the divorced Catholics in 
this fall’s books have married in 
haste some years before, and re- 
belled, at leisure, ever since. In 
both cases the partners to the early 
indiscretion were such that the 
Church, in her charity, permitted 
an ecclesiastically approved sepa- 
ration to back up the civil divorce. 
And in both cases this generosity 
raised a number of new questions 
in the mind of the innocent spouse, 
now free to live alone, and not 
liking it very much, thank you. 

No pair of calm, cool theologi- 
ans ever took opposite sides on 
the question which molests these 
divorced Catholic characters—the 
question, “Shall I marry again?” 
It is not a matter on which two 
cool minds can disagree, provided 


The Divorced Catholic 


Gretta Palmer 
Reprinted from a syndicated column 


In Life 


they have once accepted the fun- 
damentals of the Faith. Yet the 
debate is carried on for hundreds 
of pages and, no doubt, for thou- 
sands of hours in the minds of the 
men and women in this predica- 
ment. 


The conflict is real—it is a clear- 
cut struggle between temptation 
and the will to resist it. But the 
tempted never like to put it in 
those terms: it is far pleasanter to 
hand temptation a cap and gown 
and dress him up as if he were a 
man of learning, capable of argu- 
ing the case with his opponents, 
the serried Doctors of the Church. 


A great deal of sincerity has 
gone into the writing of these 
books. They differ vastly in the 
prominence that the authors as- 
sign to Grace—and so they differ 
in the outcome of the plot. Mr. 
Brunini’s man is saved from an 
invalid marriage, small thanks to 
himself or to the promptings of 
his conscience. But the mere fact 
of the escape enables him to 
strengthen his Faith, to accept his 
destiny and finally win through to 
spiritual growth. 

Mrs. Banning’s girl defies the 
Church (“in this one matter, 
only”) and finds that, far from 
solving her conflict, she has turned 
her soul into a battleground for 
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the conflict between the Faith and 
loyalty to her husband. Having de- 
fied the God of Love, she is no 
longer able to love anyone, not 
even the man for whom she made 
that drastic gesture. 


And it would be very interest- 
ing to know what would have hap- 
pened to Barbara’s soul if Mrs. 
Banning had not generously ar- 
ranged the prompt death of the 
first husband. (God Himself might, 
perhaps, have been harsher in or- 
der to be kinder, as He was to 
John Brunini’s Hilary. And not 
every woman living in an invalid 
marriage can expect so convenient 
a death-out-of-the-machine to set 
things right.) 


These books touch on a tragic 
modern problem .. . and the most 
tragic thing about it is its fre- 
quency. A few centuries ago no 
one would have written or read a 
book on such a situation: it would 
have been too remote from the 
minds of the public. Separation 
from a spouse for life was a deep 
tragedy then, but a very rare one; 
divorce was unknown. 


Even a half century ago such 
books would have been “daring”: 
they would have been discussing 
a small group of people definitely 
declasse . . . the kind who might, 
indeed, count the world lost for 
love, but in full knowledge that a 
divorce would rob them of that 
world. When “The Second Mrs. 
Tanqueray” was written, and 
“Lady Windermere’s Fan” was 
played, society stood staunchly by 
the Church. Those who dallied 
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with the notion of divorce and 
marriage then, as now, were se 
arated from the Sacraments, by 
they were also separated from be 


ing asked to anybody’s house yf 


dinner and from most professig, 
and businesses. 


Today, however, society 
gone over to the other cam 
“They” now cheer the side , 
temptation if a divorcee dalli 
with the notion of re-marriag 
When the re-married Cathoj 
heroine of “Fallen Away” is » 
asked to the home of a Catholj 
family, her husband is surprised 
he deplores their “bigotry.” \ 
other hostess acts that way-h 
divorcees are encouraged by’y 
ciety to take a step which (as the 
novelists both show) will sur} 
cripple their natures and destn 
their chance for happiness. 


Once there was a single, hi 
man appointed for a brief period! 
the job of acting as the Devil's Aj 
vocate: Satan had no other spoke 
men on earth except those wh 
were deliberately and maliciow 
his own. Today a hundred milli 
kind, softhearted and unkno 
ledgeable people have created 
atmosphere in which the major 
voice is on Satan’s side in matt 
ial affairs. 


The divorced Catholic is in 
unfortunate dilemma—yes. But 
whole world is in worse thao 
dilemma—it is living in an @ 
when lifelong fidelity to sat 
mental vows is thought to hk 
Quixotic and exaggerated form 


piety. 
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Ignatius of Laconi 


A New Saint Of Our Lady 


Fr. Carmel Flora, O.F.M. Cap. 


T would be easier to find a star 
without light than to find a saint 
without devotion to the Blessed 
Virgin. The simple reason for this 
is that Mary is the Mother of Jesus, 
the Son of God. And one cannot 
love Jesus without honoring His 
Mother. 


Yet, just as some stars are 
brighter than others, so some saints 
are more outstanding in their devo- 
tion to Mary. Only recently, on 
® October 21, a saint was canonized 
who placed so much confidence in 
the Blessed Mother that he may be 
called a “saint of Our Lady.” He 
was a humble, simple Capuchin 
brother who became famous in the 
Heyes of God-—St. Ignatius of 
Laconi. 

Ignatius, the second of nine 
children, was born at Laconi on 
the Island of Sardinia in 1701. 
While he was still a child his 
mother placed him under Mary’s 
m protection. He was a pious boy 
and would even teach his little 
playmates the “Ave Maria” he had 
learned from his mother. As he 
m™grew older and worked in the 
fields of his father, the Rosary was 
@his constant companion. The 
folk noticed that he 
carried it in his hand when he 
returned from his labors. 


At the age of 20, Ignatius joined 
the Capuchin Order. His vocation 
came about in an unusual manner. 
Before he was born, his mother, 
fearing for his safe delivery, prom- 
ised to consecrate him to the Fran- 
ciscan Order. The promise had not 
yet been fulfilled when Ignatius, 
only in his teens, was stricken with 
sickness and it seemed that he 
would die. This time Ignatius 
himself promised Our Lady that 
he would join the Capuchins if 
he became well. He recovered in 
a short time, but the needs of his 
family made him delay in becom- 
ing a_ religious. God however, 
wanted Ignatius to keep his 
promise. And Mary too, no doubt, 
was watching over her devoted 
child. So it happened that an al- 
most fatal event finally brought 
Ignatius to the door of the Fran- 
ciscan Friary. 


One day Ignatius was riding on 
horseback to a distant field North- 
west of Laconi to look after the 
cows. The road was through a 
dense and hilly thicket of trees 
and underbrush. Of a sudden, at 
a certain high and dangerous point, 
the horse began to leap and gallop 
along in a sort of wild frenzy. 
Ignatius became white with fear 
at the thought of being dashed 
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to pieces at any moment. The 
memory of his promise flashed to 
his mind and in an instant, filled 
with remorse at his delay, he re- 
solved to fulfill his promise immed- 
iately, if only he escaped this 
disaster. No sooner had he made 
this decision when the horse 
calmed and resumed its leisurely 
pace. Ignatius was safe! The life 
of a Capuchin brother was to be 
his from now on. 


As a novice Ignatius had many 
trials. The Novice Master regard- 
ed his practice of virtue mere 
hypocrisy: he thought that his 
weak constitution made him unfit 
for religious life. One day he 
ordered Ignatius to fill a large jug 
with water and carry it upstairs. 
Ignatius promptly obeyed, but 
while he was climbing the stairs 
with the heavy jug, his strength 
failed and he was about to drop 
the burden. A statue of Our Lady 
in a niche atop the stairway caught 
his eye and he breathed a fervent 
prayer to Mary: “Madonnina mia! 
Help me! I can bear it no longer!” 


The Virgin heard his cry and 
comforted him: “Have patience. 
Even my Son bore a heavy cross 
for you!” Ignatius received new 
' courage from Mary’s words. The 
large water jug lost its heaviness; 
indeed all his labors and trials 
became lightened by the consoling 
voice of Mary. He successfully 
completed his novitiate and pro- 
nounced his solemn vows. 

Several years after his Novitiate 
Ignatius found himself at the friary 
of Iglesias where, one night, he 
had to prepare the meal for the 
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friars. He went to the well to draw 
water, but while he was pulling 
the buckets by rope from the deep 
water, the keys of the pantry fell 
from his cincture into the well, 
Splash! How would he ever recover 
the keys in time to finish preparing 
the supper since it was so very 
close to meal time? Prayer! That 
was it. Prayer to Our Lady! He 
recited three fervent “Hail Marys” 
and then continued to draw water 
from the well. When the bucket 
was lifted this time, it brought up 
besides the water, the answer to 
his prayers—the lost keys. 


During Ignatius’ 60 years of 
religious life, he was assigned to 
various tasks; to the garden, the 
kitchen, the laundry. But his most 
important assignment was that of 
questor in the city of Cagliari. For 
40 years he trudged the streets of 
Cagliari seeking alms for the friary 
of Buoncammino, helping the sick 
and the poor, consoling the suffer- 
ing, working miracles to aid the 
needy; and many of these miracles 
were worked through the interces- 
sion of Mary. Once he cured a boy 
who had been paralyzed from 
early youth and the mother ran 
after him to thank him. Ignatius 
told her humbly: “It was not I 
but the Blessed Mother who did 
this favor for you.” 


Before going out of the friary he 
would always pay a visit to the 
Blessed Sacrament, and then he 
would pay homage to Our Lady. 
Going along the streets he modest- 
ly recited the Rosary: and in honor 
of the heavenly Queen he address- 
ed all women by the name of 
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“Mary.” He often had recourse to 
the “Ave Maria” or “Salve Regina” 
in curing the sick. While he was 
walking along with his companion 
one time he said unexpectedly: 
“Let us say a ‘Salve Regina’ for 
that man who is very sick.” His 
companion, looking about, saw no 
one and wondered where this sick 
man was. In a short while, how- 
ever, they came upon one who was 
being carried to a hospital by his 
friends. The man was writhing 
with pain and he begged the 
brother to help him. Ignatius drew 
a dry fig from his sleeve and gave 
it to the man. After eating it the 
man felt well again, his strength 
returned and he was able to walk 
home by himself. 


When Ignatius was not seeking 
alms for the friars he loved nothing 
more than praying before the 
Blessed Sacrament and the altar 
of Our Lady of the Angels. Often 
he became rapt in ecstasy. One 
of the friars, not believing in the 
ecstasies of the holy brother, hid 
himself in the church one night 
and watched Ignatius as he prayed 
before Our Lady’s altar. To his 
amazement he saw the brother 
rise slowly from the ground! He 
went over and touched his icy 
foot to be sure that he was not 
dreaming. No. This was real. He 
was not dreaming! When the mid- 
night bell rang, calling the friars 
to Divine Office, Ignatius slowly 
came down to the ground and went 
to choir with the rest of the friars. 


Brother Ignatius was praying 
before this same altar of Mary on 
another occasion while two work- 
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ers were repairing the church. A 
ladder was perched against the 
cornice of the building when sud- 
denly the ladder slipped. One of 
the workers was falling to the 
ground. Ignatius became aware of 
it and shouted: “Stop! Stop!” In- 
stantly the worker remained. sus- 
pended in mid-air! Ignatius left 
his prayer, hurried to reset the 
ladder and brought the man to 
safety. 


These miracles seem to be so 
many gifts of the Mother of God 
to Ignatius, who tried to bring 
others to honor her and who con- 
tinued in his own devotion till 
his death in 1781 at the age of 80. 
Even on his deathbed he kept in- 
voking Jesus and Mary with the 
Rosary constantly in his hand. 
When an artist approached and 
tried to paint his picture, he told 
him to paint rather “the beautiful 
face of the Madonna than that of 
a poor sinner!” After death too, 
he remained close to Our Lady, 
for his body was buried beneath 
the pulpit of the church, just in 
front of the altar of Our Lady of 
the Angels. 


Brother Ignatius’ devotion to 
Mary was a natural consequence of 
his ardent love for Jesus. After 
Jesus came Mary. We cannot hope 
to imitate him in his miraculous 
powers, but we can imitate him in 
his reverence for the Mother of 
God. We should not look for the 
gift of miracles, but we should 
look for Mary’s protection. 

The life of Saint Ignatius ought 
to bring this one point home to us: 
that Mary is most powerful with 
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God, and no one who places him- 
self under her protection, who 
tries to honor her and imitate her 
will be left unaided. 


virtues, 
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A Mother's Letter To 
Her Novice Daughter}; 


Honoring, thinking about, praying 
to the Madonna helped Ignatiy 
become a saint. It is through May 
that we also will become saints! 


“THE mother of a newly-clothed 

novice wrote this letter for her 
daughter to read after the family 
had said their farewells, leaving 
her to begin her canonical year 
of novitiate in the convent which 
she had entered as a postulant six 
months previously. 


Dear curly-headed baby boy 
Who sat on Mary’s knee, 
Who was her pride and greatest 


joy, 
Please do this thing for me. 


I have a little baby too 

Who sits upon my knee, 

And this is what I'd have you do: 

Please make her fall in love with 
Thee. 


And keep that love forever new, 

That spark fore’er aflame, 

So when her childhood days are 
thru 

Her love will bear thy name. 


Your wedding may be simple, 
But oh! what joy divine! 

To occupy your temple 

And be forever Thine. 


Dear Rita: 


This bit of verse was written 
when you were a tiny baby—whe 
I used to look at you and wonde 
what you would be like when you 
had grown to womanhood. Om §, 
day I put my desire in these simpk 
words and let God, Mary, anf 
Saint Ann do the rest. 

However, no matter what you 
had chosen for your life 
you could not have disappointed 
your father and me, for all through 
your life you have been a mode 
daughter and I have always bee 
proud of you. Too proud, I alway 
feared, so I always made a grea 
effort not to show it too much 
And now that we are the proudest 
parents in the world because yo 
have chosen the “better part,” | 
cannot find words to express whl 
is in our hearts. I think you know 
though, for you always seemed t) 
understand your parents unusuall 
well. 

When you read this we shil 
have said goodby—no, not goodbj 
but simply God bless you, for thal 
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is what the word really means, 
God bless you and keep you until 
we meet again, God willing, in a 
year. 

Twelve months is not long—I 
waited almost a year 18 years ago 
to see you for the first time—and 
| know each minute we shall be 
in each others’ hearts and minds 
and prayers. To say we shall miss 
you or our little monthly visits is 
putting it mildly, but the burden 
of time is sweet, so I know it won't 
be too heavy. You will be busy 
about your new life, learning the 
new joys of it each day, and I 
shall be busy too with my little 
new life that is coming to take your 
place in our family. Thus time will 
fly, for God will will it so. 

As I go over these last 18 vears 
in retrospect it is like opening 
up a big album of pictures. The 
Birst one is a wedding day in De- 
ember almost 20 years ago. Then 
bout the middle of the book there 
s another wedding scene—yours— 
he pages in between just crammed 
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with pictures, some gay, some 
sweet, some sad, some _ tragic. 
There are so many little boy pic- 
tures, but always a little girl is 
there too. Usually she is with the 
boys but at times she is alone and 
the world revolves around only 
her. For instance—but wait, I must 
close that book now and some day 
later will open it again and we 
shall look at those slides when we 
have more time. 


The thing that makes me hap- 
piest now is knowing that there 
are so many pages blank, yet to 
be filled, and so much material 
with which to fill them. I count 
on taking that book along with me 
into eternity, so I want to have 
it well filled by then. 

Forgive my fantasy, dear Rita, 
or, I hope, dear Sister Ralph, it 
is just one of those things that 
make me, me. 


Your grateful, loving 
Mother 
God love you more each second. 


Fighting For Romance 


Uncle Ez gets mighty upset over the frequent reports of 
Hollywood divorces. Says he: “They just haven’t got any im- 
agination out there. They run out of things to quarrel about, 
and life becomes so dull that they have to go out and get new 
sparring partners every year or so. Now me and your Aunt Eva’s 
got imagination; we can patch up an old quarrel so’s it’s just as 
good as new. For instance, t’other day, Eva, who’s takin’ to 
reading continued stories, says to me: ‘Anyone seen my Good 
Housekeeping?’ ‘Not around here!’ I answered—and we were 
off. Haven’t used that approach since she snapped the nifty to 
my question: ‘What’s happened to my Life?’”—The Bengalese. 


| 
W 
; 


A Present For Elizabeth 


A SHORT STORY 
Annice L. Davis 


oh.” 
“What happened?” 
“My locket’s caught on the tree.” 


“Stand still and I'll come over 
and rescue you.” 

Gary clambered down from his 
perch on a step ladder, picked up 
the ladder and carried it around 
the magnificent Christmas tree to 
where Elizabeth was perched on a 
similar ladder. He placed his lad- 
der close to hers and climbed up 
beside her. He worked carefully 
for some time trying to free the 
fine chain. 

“Isn't this the locket Ted and I 
gave you for your birthday once 
when we were kids?” 

“Kids are silly people.” His blue 
eyes laughed into hers. “Ted and 
I thought it pretty cute to have 
three hearts carved onto a locket 
for you—when we were fifteen.” 

“Kids are nice people,” Elizabeth 
said, placing her hand fondly on 
Gary’s rumpled red hair, “and 
speaking of nice people, I wonder 
where Ted is. He has never miss- 
ed helping us trim the Christmas 
tree before.” 

“He has a cold. Didn't I men- 
tion it?” 

“No, you didn’t. Is he very 
sick? Won't he be able to come 


to the party tonight?” the girl ask. 
ed anxiously. 

“Now, now, don’t worry your 
pretty blond head a bit. Ted will 
live, I’m sure. He didn’t look very 
bad off to me.” 

“When did you see him?” 

“What a woman for questions! | 
stopped for him on the way down 
the street. He is nursing a mer 
sniffle. Look, Pet, I’m sorry but 
I’m afraid Vll have to break this 
chain.” He snapped the fragile 
thread of gold with a swift motion 
and put the locket and chain into 
his pocket. “I'll get you a new 
chain,” he promised, descending 
from the ladder and holding outa 
hand to her. “Come and sit by the 
fireside with me. I have a ques 
tion to ask you.” 

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?’ Eliza 
beth walked around the tree, ad- 
miring their handiwork. 

“Looks nice all right,” Gay 
agreed. “Elizabeth—” Gary reach- 
ed for her hand and drew he 
down beside him on the davenport 
In the firelight her eyes were mid 
night blue and her fine feature 
like Dresden china. Tender 
Gary reached up and stroked hei 
fair hair that fanned out on th 
cushion behind her. “How did yot 
get to be so beautiful?” he asked 
her quizzically. “It seems thi 
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one day you were a long-legged 
hoyden playing Cowboys with 
Ted and me and now—now you're 
the beautiful girl I love.” 

He fumbled nervously in his coat 
pocket and brought out a small 
square jeweler’s box. With thumb 
and finger he snapped it open to 
reveal a beautiful square cut dia- 
mond. “I don’t know why I’m so 
nervous,” he laughed shakily. “I’ve 
always planned on it—haven’t you, 


_ Elizabeth?” 


The girl lowered her eyes and 
quietly put her hands behind her. 

“You have planned on it, haven’t 
you, Elizabeth?” Gary asked anx- 
iously. 

Elizabeth raised her dark eyes 
to Gary’s. “I love you very dear- 
ly, Gary. You and Ted and I — 
we've been so close—ever since we 
were children. I suppose it’s be- 
cause we were the only three kids 
on the block. I love you, Gary,” 
she repeated, smiling at him soft- 
ly, “but it’s not the marrying kind 
of love.” 

“There’s only one kind of love, 
Elizabeth. If you love me that is 
enough,” Gary begged. 

“No, Gary, please believe me. 
There is a difference—I’m sure I’m 
right.” She slipped from the dav- 
enport and began to gather up the 
Christmas trimmings that were 
strewn about on the floor. 

Gary quietly put on his coat and 
hat and picked up his gloves. “Be 
seeing you,” he said so dejectedly 
that Elizabeth laughed outright. 

“I'm sorry, Gary,” she said, stif- 
ling her mirth, “but you do sound 


funny. 
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Gary grinned ruefully. “It isn’t 
enough she spurns my love, she 
laughs at my sorrow yet.” 

Elizabeth threw her arms about 
him and hugged him impulsively. 
“Oh, Gary, you’re such a darling. 
I knew you'd understand.” 

Later, however, she began to 
wonder if Gary’s feelings were as 
resilient as she had hoped. When 
neither Ted nor he had arrived at 
her party by ten o'clock she be- 
gan to experience a terrible sense 
of loss. And it didn’t help any to 
have the rest of her friends twitting 
her about the absence of her two 
“constant beaus.” 

She knew their kidding was all 
good-natured fun but the hurt in- 
tensified when she realized how 
much one evening’s fun depended 
on the presence of Gary and Ted. 


She had planned on Gary’s won- 
derful happy-go-lucky personality 
to save him from any deep hurt 
her refusal might have cost a more 
sensitive person — such as Ted. 
When she thought of Ted her heart 
jumped. Dear Ted, with his fine 
sensitive face, his steady gray eyes. 
Gary and she had always looked 
up to Ted and leaned on him in 
times of stress. She needed Ted 
now—and Gary needed him, too. 
Why didn’t they come! 

She had no way of knowing 
that in a house at the other end of 
the block Gary was standing de- 
jectedly before his bureau gazin« 
at her portrait. He was dressed 
for the party but felt too down- 
hearted to face the festivities. 
Sighing heavily he picked Eliza- 
beth’s locket out of the debris he 
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had accumulated on top of his 
bureau. The locket was plain gold 
with three hearts etched on the 
front. Ted and he had thought 
it quite tricky at fifteen to have 
the hearts put there and all their 
initials entwined for a_ border 
around the hearts. Absently, he 
snapped the locket open. He had 
expected to see a picture of him- 
self and one of Ted, but what he 
saw surprised him. 


“So that’s the way it is,” he said 
softly to himself and magically the 
hurt washed out of his heart. He 
picked up his hat and topcoat and 
quickly left the house. 


It was almost eleven when Eliza- 
beth answered her door to a loud, 
persistent ringing. She threw the 
door open happily for she guessed 
who it was. 


“Oh, Gary,” she cried, “I'm so 
glad you came.” 


“I brought you a Christmas 
present, Pet. The right one this 
time.” He stepped inside and Ted 
came in behind him. 

Elizabeth looked from one to 
the other questionably. “There’s 
something between you two that I 
know nothing of. Give.” 

“You ‘give, Ted,” Gary said. I'll 
go in and make the party merry.” 
Elizabeth watched him enter the 
living-room and join in the fun 
around the tree before she turned 
back to Ted and demanded an 
explanation. 


“What did he mean about bring- 
ing me the right Christmas pres- 
ent this time?” 
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“He meant me,” Ted informed 
her, his fine face alight. 

“But I thought you were sick,” 
Elizabeth said inanely. 

Ted laughed happily and drew 
the girl into his arms. “I have a 
confession to make. I wasn’t sick 
at all.” 

“Then why didn’t you come with 
Gary this afternoon?” 

,, Well-I thought Gary—and you 


“Then you know—” 


“Yes. Gary showed me the dia- 
mond. It was very beautiful. You 
used a great deal of will-power in 
not accepting it.” 

Elizabeth lifted her eyes to 
Ted’s. Was it possible he was 
teasing her? “Ted, you know I 
love Gary — but — not the special 
way—” 

“I know, Dear,” Ted said gently. 
“Gary showed me something else, 
too. This.” He reached into his 
coat pocket and brought out her 
locket. He snapped it open. “Gary 
thinks—and I hope—that it must be 
a special kind of love that prompts 
a girl to put two pictures of the 
same fellow in her locket.” 

Elizabeth reached out and took 
her locket. Tenderly she regard- 
ed the two snapshots of Ted. “Yes,” 
she said slowly, “It is a special kind 
of love, Ted.” 

“Merry Christmas, Darling.” Ted 
kissed her gently on the lips. “It 
just so happens that I have a pres- 
ent for you too—in my other pock- 
et. Smilingly, he brought forth a 
small square jewelers box and 
snapped it open. 
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MEMO: 


To All 23-24-25-Year-Old Maids 


| SUPPOSE you're quite a bit like 

me—you're single, with no im- 
mediate “prospects” in sight, and 
all your friends are getting mar- 
ried. It seems that the engage- 
ment announcements are coming 
in at the rate of two a day, and 
here you and [| sit, unattached. 
But, oh, how we wish we were 
talking bridal gowns, wedding 
parties, “the” boy, and all the rest. 

I have a message for you, if, as 
I think, you are quite a bit like 
me. I made a discovery a short 
time ago and it is just too wonder- 
ful to keep entirely to myself, 
hence this memo to you. 

Remember the boy that you 
liked so well and with whom you 
had such wonderful times, and 
remember the day he said he 
thought you would make a won- 
derful wife and you felt you just 
had to tell him—you were very 
fond of him, but you didn’t love 
him and you couldn’t marry him. 
Then a few weeks or months later, 
you thought perhaps you had 
made a mistake. 

Then there was the fellow you 
thought would make a terrific hus- 
band for you—he dated you three 
times and that was that. And it 
just seems that there will be no 
one for you. 

You, no doubt, like your job. So 
do I. But a woman wasn’t meant 


Peggy Roach 


to work in an office all her life. 
You always thought God had a 
special work in mind for you, and 
it included a home, a husband and 
a family—work that takes all the 
ingenuity you possess as a woman 
—to prepare a meal that your fam- 
ily won't eat “like its clay,” and 
most important, to teach your chil- 
dren and see them “grow in age 
and wisdom and grace before God 
and men.” Well, you are perfectly 
right. God has some tremendous 
plan in mind for you. Didn’t He 
create you out of love? Doesn’t 
His loving care keep you in ex- 
istence? Doesn’t His grace account 
for all the goodness that is in you? 
The goodness that one boy saw 
and wanted, and that the other 
did not recognize? Then use your 
head (and your heart too). God 
does have a plan for you, and it 
will be worked out in His own 
good time. All these things— the 
dates, your family life at home, 
and the job you are doing right 
now, your aches, your joys—all 
these are preparing you for the 
job God wants you to do. It should 
excite you! It brings me almost to 
the point of exhaustion sometimes, 
just waiting and wondering what 
it is going to be like. Because I 
know that God loves me too much 
to waste my potentialities. And 
recall how He prepared the Moth- 
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er of His Son, and yet “more might 
not be asked of her than tasks 
which women found habitual and 
dear.” Those two words, habitual 
and dear, are important—more 
might not be asked of you either— 
now or later. 

So please remember my mes- 


sage—have faith in God, and know 
that He loves you and desires you 
happiness, and one day he wil 
come into your life, “the man sent 
from God.” Either that, or you 
vocation is not marriage—and jf 
it isn’t, it would make you w. 


happy! 


Outline For A Short Story 


It would make a wonderful short story, but it is a little too 
surprising to be credible—even if it does happen to be strictly 
true. 

" A Catholic young couple who take their faith very much as 
an essential part of their lives found themselves in an entirely 
nen-Catholic Texas gathering. When during the evening they 
were invited to a Christmas Eve party, the wife replied, in frank 
simplicity, “We'd: like to come, but you'll find us dull company. 
For Catholics, Christmas Eve is a day of fast and abstinence 
. .. and we shall be going to Holy Communion at the midnight 
Mass. We'll come; but please don’t be offehded if we don’t eat 
or drink. I hope you understand.” 

Rather vaguely the future hostess assured them that she did 
understand. So she was rather startled when a little later in the 
evening another guest, a man, came up with, “I got a real blow 
this evening. That woman, the one who made that statement 
about the Christmas Eve party and the fact that she’d come but 
wouldn’t eat or drink ... her faith must mean a lot to her. I 
didn’t know the Catholic faith could mean that much to any- 
one, You see, I used to be a Catholic.” 

A storyteller would spin the story out, give you motives and 
impulses and decisions. I skip all that to come to the con- 
clusion. 

This fallen-away Catholic happened to be married to a fallen- 
away Catholic. He talked to his wife. . . They both talked to God 
and to a priest. . . They both returned to their faith. And at the 
Christmas Eve party they didn’t eat or drink because, you see, 
they too were going to receive Holy Communion at midnight 
Mass. 

The point is so obvious that I hesitate to stress it: No one 
knows how far the power of simple good example goes. A frank 
profession of faith, routine with Catholics, may have the most 
far-reaching effects—Fr. Daniel A. Lord, S.J. 
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A Father’s Blessing 


Best Gift For Your Children 


Reprinted from Altar And Home 


T Christmas, American children 
are annually loaded down 
with expensive gifts: bicycles, 
dolls, candy, toys, and so forth. 
A few weeks later, most of these 
things are gone—broken, worn out, 
or devoured. But there is one gift 
that every parent can give that 
will fill his child’s heart with joy 
and love and the true spirit of 
Christmas. This is no commercial- 
ized Christmas gift; not a dollars 
and cents thing; but a gift that will 
also gladden the heart of the Child 
in the manger of Bethlehem. This 
gift is God’s blessing on them. 


It is a priceless gift: it costs 
nothing; and no amount of money 
could buy it. And it is a gift that 
will last forever: when the noyelty 
of a new toy has worn off, when 
the thrill of getting so many pretty 
things is gone, this gift will still 
be cherished; this gift, your child 
will carry into eternity. 


On the first Christmas day, the 
eternal Father gave all His chil- 
dren the Blessing of all blessings, 
their Savior. To commemorate this 
greatest gift, it seems most fitting 
for the father of every family to 
give his blessing to his children 
on Christmas day. 


At some time, then, when the 
family is gathered together—before 
the opening of the gifts, after the 


Christmas Mass, or before dinner— 
let the father begin by saying: 


Father: Our help is in the name 
of the Lord, 


All: who made heaven and 
earth. 


Father: Let the little children 
come to me, 


All: for such is the kingdom of 


heaven. 

Father: Their angels 

All: forever see the face of the 
Father. 

Father: Let the enemy be pow- 
erless against them, 


All: and the Devil unable to 
harm them. 


Father: O Lord, hear my prayer, 


All: and let my cry come to 
Thee. 

Father: Let us pray. O Lord, 
Jesus Christ, who embraced and 
laid Thy hands in blessing upon 
the little children when they came 
to Thee, and who said: “Let the 
little children come to Me; do not 
prevent them, for of such is the 
kingdom of heaven; their angels 
always see the face of My Father,” 
look upon the innocence of these 
children and upon the devotion 
of their parents, and mercifully 
bless them so that they may ever 
advance in Thy grace and mercy; 
so that they may understand Thee; 
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love Thee; reverence Thee; keep 
Thy commandments, thus, happily 
arriving at their desired goal, 
through Thee, the Savior of the 
world, who with the Father and 
the Holy Spirit livest and reignest, 
God, forever and ever. 
All: Amen. 


Father: Let us pray. We beg 
Thee, O God, by the intercession 
of Mary ever Virgin to defend 
Thy children from every danger; 


Father: O God, who by Thy 
unspeakable providence command- 
ed Thy holy angels to be our 
guardians, grant that we who are 
praying to Thee may ever enjoy 
their protection, and come to be 


happy with them in_ eternity, 
through Christ our Lord. 
All: Amen. 


Father: May God bless you, and 
may He keep your hearts and 
minds, in the name of the Father 


and as they humbly kneel before and of the Son and of the Holy 


Thee, graciously and mercifully Spirit. 
guard them from the attacks of All: Amen. 
the devil, through Christ our Lord. Then the father sprinkles the § ! 
All: Amen. children with holy water. : 

F 

Secret To Happiness it 

We are made for action, and for right action—for thought, re 

and for right thought. Let us live while we live; let us be alive fi 

Ww 


and doing; let us act on what we have, since we have not what 
we wish. Let us believe what we do not see and know. Let us 
forestall knowledge by faith. Let us maintain before we have 
demonstrated. This seeming paradox is the secret of happiness. 
Why should we be unwilling to go by faith? We do all things in 
this world by faith in the word of others. By faith only we know 
our position in the world, our circumstances, our rights and 
privileges, our fortunes, our parents, our brothers and sisters, 
our age, our mortality. Why should Religion be an exception? 
Why should we be unwilling to use for heavenly objects what we 
daily use for earthly ?—Cardinal Newman. 


Precious Hours 


Pope Pius XII recently pointed out the danger of allowing 
youngsters to abandon good books and periodicals in favor of 
television and motion pictures. How does that apply in your 
home? Are your youngsters ignoring the childhood classics in 
favor of Hopalong or Captain Video? If so, do something about 
it. No childhood is complete without those precious hours with 
“Treasure Island” or “Little Women.” “The Lone Langer” and 
his pals are weak substitutes at best.—Victorian, 
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Heart To Heart 


With Children 


Sister M. Marcellita Schoenle, O.S.F. 


Talks 


THE first sight of snowflakes fall- 

ing rapidly in orderly fashion 
puts a new spirit, a new and happy 
feeling in the heart of everyone. 
There is so much beauty in observ- 
ing the wintry wonders of Nature. 
Boys and girls are especially at- 
tracted to this season of the year. 
For them it means different cloth- 
ing, a lot of pep, skating, sleighing, 
and plenty of snow balls and 
fights. That's the fun in having 
winter. Without it think what one 
would miss. 


Besides this, however, there’s a 
spirit that winter gives us —— a 
spirit that is hard to catch in an- 
other land where the four seasons 
of the year are not had. It’s an 
important spirit, too. Everyone, 
young and old, long for it. It just 
seems to be important to our nat- 
ure to get and keep it, at least for 
a certain length of time. By now 
you have probably guessed the 
name of that spirit. And you are 
right because it is none other than 
the Christmas spirit. If you haven't 
read Dickens, “Christmas Carol” 
you will be reading it shortly. 
This story is placed in even the 
ower grade readers in a simplified 
ay so that very young children 


may be able to grasp the meaning 
and importance of having the right 
spirit toward others at Christmas 
time. 

Nobody, however _ intelligent 
they may be, can tell us exactly 
just what this spirit is. One thing 
we do know and that is one can- 
not enjoy Christmas if one doesn’t 
have the Christmas spirit. We are 
often told and reminded that this 
is a time of giving. Our joys and 
happiness will depend upon our 
spirit of giving, not of receiving. 
That’s one meaning of the Christ- 
mas spirit. But some of us have 
little or nothing to give in the line 
of earthly goods. Some of you may 
never get an allowance or quarters 
for running errands or shoveling 
the snow off the sidewalks. You 
may be doing the dishes three 
times a day both washing and dry- 
ing them and never see a half dol- 
lar at the end of the week or on 
Dad’s payday. For you payday 
doesn’t seem to come around. You 
need no pockets to hold nickels 
and dimes. You have no money, 
period. 

So, if the Christmas spirit is the 
spirit of giving, what would people 
like you and me do without an 
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Indian head to our name? We can- 
not buy the lovely and wished-for 
presents others would love us for. 
We cannot go from house to house 
on Christmas Eve distributing 
most proudly our gifts to our 
friends, relatives, and neighbors. 
For people who have no money, 
nothing can be bought to give. So 
what shall boys and girls and men 
and women without any money do 
since their spirit cannot be gotten 
with the spirit of giving? 
Fortunately for us, boys and 
girls, there is a spirit of giving 
which will merit for us a grand 
and glorious Christmas sprit. Only 
this spirit of giving isn’t bought 
with dollars and cents. In fact, all 
the money in the world couldn't 
buy this special kind of giving. 
That’s because it’s the giving of 
one’s self and money can’t buy 
human souls, because souls are too 
precious. No price high enough 
can be placed on them. We know 
this from the sufferings of our 
Lord to ransom us from damnation. 
We can, therefore, get the 
Christmas spirit by giving —— and 
giving ourself to God. Everytime 
you do something for someone 
lovingly, kindly, and in a Catholic 
God-like way, you are giving them 
something. You are giving some- 
thing of yourself. And that’s some- 
thing great. Something worthy of 
God’s love and reward. And it 
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Before man is life and death, good and evil, and that which 
he shall choose, shall be given to him.—Ecclus: 15. 


A man of sense will praise every wise word he shall hear 
and will apply it to himself.—Ecclus. 


doesn’t have to be something big 
or great. The least little act done 
for someone with the intention to 
do it because of God’s love is a 
big act of giving because you did 
it with the right intention. 

The boys and girls who won't 
have Christmas savings to cash in 
and spend will not have to dry 
their tears from sorrow and regret, 
They can be just as happy and 
have just as much Christmas spirit 
in the true Catholic way as any 
boy and girl with Christmas funds 
to shop in all the stores in town. 

Boys and girls who give them- 
selves to God in the little ways 
mentioned will be far happier and 
have greater Christmas spirit than 
children who give presents to every 
friend they have in the world. 

The Christmas spirit then, can | 
be gotten by all —— young and 
old, rich and poor. 

There’s just one thing I am go 
ing to ask you to do on Christmas 
morning as you attend the Christ 
mas Holy Mass and visit the Christ 


I 
Child in the crib. Tell God that 
you are giving yourself to Him af } 
the only Christmas gift you have 
to bring. You are wrapping around 
your neck a red Christmas cord « 
On the end of the red string youg 
are placing a Christmas tag with® , 
the following message: 
To: The Christ Child 
From: Me 
tl 
fa 
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Defender of Marriage Bond: 
Legislation for the appointment of 
a “defender of the marriage bond” 
in every divorce case and a tight- 
ening up of groups for divorce 
action, was proposed by the Rev. 
Edward J. Halloran, assistant 
chancellor, Diocese of Cleveland, 
to protect the welfare of the family 
unit. He spoke early in August at 
a gathering of 75 community lead- 
ers who expressed their views on 
a proposal of Common Pleas Judge 
Julius M. Kovachy for a “marital 
clinic” to effect a reconciliation of 
parties seeking divorces. 


The proposal would require 
parties to a divorce action to file 
a “notice of intention to sue,” and 
a “cooling off” period of six weeks 
before the formal filing of the 
petition. The parties would then 
be required to appear before a 
“marital clinic” consisting of a 
chairman, psychiatrist, and social 
worker, aided by religious, social 
and welfare agencies. 


Father Halloran pointed out 
that the Church is unalterably 
opposed to divorce and that he 
favored establishment of the 
“clinic” only for the purpose of 
reconciliation. “None of us can 
hope,” he said, “that the proposal 


under consideration will cure the 
malignancy which is threatening 
to destroy our civilization, but we 
can be hopeful that it is a step in 
the right direction and, above all, 
that it is awakening public opinion 
. .. The marriage bond is the only 
institution which goes before the 
bar of justice without someone to 
defend it.” 


Writes for Foreign Publication: 
Several articles by the Director of 
the Family Life Bureau have re- 
cently appeared in AMMA, a mag- 
azine for mothers published in 
South India. The articles were 
translated into the Malayan lan- 
guage, which is used in that ter- 
ritory. The statement of the 
American Bishops on The Child: 
A Citizen of Two Worlds, and the 
Pledge to the Child, of the Family 
Life Bureau, National Catholic 
Welfare Conference, have also 
been used in full in the publica- 
tion. 

Sunday Weddings Barred: Arch- 
bishop Edward D. Howard of 
Portland in Oregon has decreed 
that no marriages be solemnized 
on Sunday except in case of neces- 
sity left to the judgment of the 
Chancery Office. “A sense of fit- 
ness of things suggests that no 
social function, such as that which 
ordinarily takes place after a mar- 
riage, should be held on a Sunday 
or Holy Day of Obligation,” the 
Archbishop said in a letter to his 
parish priests. The letter stated: 

“The laws of the Church (Canon 
1101 of the Code of Canon Law 
and Decree 309 of the Fourth 
Provincial Council of Portland in 
Oregon) place upon parish priests 
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the obligation of doing everything 
possible to the end that Catholics 
should be married at nuptial Mass 
in the parish church. For the 
reason that a nuptial Mass is im- 
possible on Sunday morning and 
that any marriage on Sunday will, 
to a greater or lesser extent, inter- 
fere with the schedule of religious 
services in the average parish, and 
since all of us must do everything 
possible to uphold the sanctity of 
the Lord’s day, I hereby direct 
that after September 1, 1951, no 
marriage be celebrated on Sunday 
except in cases of real necessity, 
and that of this necessity, the 
judgment of the Chancery Office 
must be asked and received before 
any marriage may take place on 
that day.” 


A Sound Warning: Federal 
Security Administrator Oscar R. 
Ewing recently told a group meet- 
ing in Washington, dealing with 
the physically handicapped, that 
a mistake of the last war was that 
too many married women were 
moved into war jobs while not 
enough use was made of the 
physically handicapped. “In the 
last war,” he stated, “we learned 
it was possible to carry the em- 
ployment of homemakers too far. 
Our mobilization program today 
may go on for many years, and we 
cannot afford to take the risk of 
broken homes, family separations 
and childhood insecurities that the 
unlimited employment of married 
women might bring about.” 


That is good advice and a sound 
warning. It is easy to agree with 
Mr. Ewing in this matter. — 


THE FAMILY DIGEST 


Pope Blesses Communion Group; 
His Holiness Pope Pius XII re. 


_cently gave his blessing to the 


work of the Family Communion 
Crusade of the Brooklyn diocese, 
The occasion for it was an audi- 
ence with the Holy Father by Mr, 
and Mrs. Mannix, of Brooklyn, 
who are active in the crusade, and 
who were in Vatican City for the 
beatification of Blessed Pope Pius 
X. The Crusade has enjoyed a 
healthy growth in the Diocese for 
the past few years. 

On a national scale this crusade 
for family group Communion has 
enjoyed a fairly consistent growth 
over the past two decades. The 
Family Life Bureau has promoted 
it since this agency’s foundation.’ 


Advice from Irene Dunne; 
Women must assume the respop- 
sibilities and duties of the home, 
Irene Dunne, screen actress, told 
the women’s division of the Lo 


Angeles Chamber of Commerce jn 
an address given them recently. 
The recent expose of youthful 
dope addicts in New York City 
illustrates what happens when 
mothers fail to assume 
duties, Miss Dunne said. 


The film star, a Laetare Medal 
ist, disclosed in her address that 
she was writing an article for Me 
Call’s Magazine entitled, “I D 
Not Believe in Sex Education i 
the Schools.” She told the women! 
group she thought such instructim 
must be given by the parents, whi 
best understand their children! 
personalities. “Why should w 
turn this intimate and all-impot 
ant teaching over to the teache 
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who is, in many ways, a stranger 
to the child and who must give 
such information in the presence 
of others?” she asked. “Thus we 
remove from the teaching the sac- 
redness and privacy which it 
should be given.” 

Supports Church Teaching on 
Abortion: A Georgia Supreme 
Court decision holding that an in- 
fant can sue to recover damages 
for injury suffered prior to birth 
gives support to Church teaching, 
Bishop Bartholomew J. Eustace of 
Camden declared in an article in 
The Catholic Star Herald, official 
Camden Diocese newspaper. 

“For Catholics the interest in 
this decision consists in the sup- 
port which the decision gives to 
the Church’s teaching,” Bishop 
Eustace writes in the unsigned 
column, “Obiter Dicta.” “The 
Church regards a child in the 
womb of its mother as a person. 
Hence the Church’s abhorrence of 
abortion, which is held by the 
Church to be a heinous offense 
against God and against the un- 
born child. Thank God that it is 
not only the Church which shud- 
ders at abortion. All right-thinking 
persons maintajn the same _posi- 
tion which is founded on the 
natural law, and, as such, is writ- 
ten by God in the hearts of men. 
It is, nevertheless, encouraging to 
find a high court giving a decision 
which immediately implies that an 
unborn child is a person.” 

Bishop Eustace notes that Black- 
stone, the great English jurist, held 
that even before a child is born 
it is an object of human law and 
the subject of human rights. The 


Bishop writes that Chief Justice 
Duckworth of the Georgia court, 
in handing down his decision, 
quoted Blackstone and relied 
heavily on the common law. 

Recently the Maryland Court of 
Appeals, by a 4-2 vote, held that 
a child suffering prenatal injuries 
inflicted through the negligence of 
others, can bring a suit for dam- 
ages. 


13 Priests From Two Families: 
The number of sons of the Van 
Waesberghe family in the town 
of Hulst, Province of Zeeland, the 
Netherlands, who are priests rose 
to six when 26-year-old Fritz van 
Waesberghe was ordained. He of- 
fered his first Mass in the old 
basilica of Hulst, his home town. 
Four of the brothers, following the 
example of their uncle, became 
White Fathers, while two are di- 
ocesan priests. 


However, even with six sons in 
the priesthood, the van Waes- 
berghe family still does not hold 
the “record” in the Netherlands. 
It is held by the Pennock family 
in The Hague. Seven of the Pen- 
nock brothers. are priests and one 
of their sisters is a nun. 


Protest Divorce in Brazil: A 
second attempt to introduce di- 
vorce in’ Brazil has aroused a 
storm of protest throughout the 
country. The attempt was made 
through a bill introduced into the 
House of Representatives propos- 
ing dissolution of marriage when 
“insuperable incompatibility” of a 
married couple is shown after five 
years of legal separation. A similar 
protest was successful five years 


: 
Bie 
ime 
i 
‘ 
00 
We 
chet 


48 


ago when certain groups attempt- 
ed to include divorce in the New 
Constitution then being drafted. 

Present Brazilian law permits 
legal separation in cases of in- 
superable incompatibility, but does 
not dissolve the marriage, which, 
under the Constitution, is consider- 
ed indissoluble. There are cases 
where Brazilians obtain divorces 
abroad, but these are not recog- 
nized by Brazilian law. 
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At the close of the recent Na. 
tional Carmelite Congress in Re. 
cife, His Eminence, Jaime Cardinal 
deBarros, Archbishop of Rio de 
Janeiro; numerous other prelates, 
civil and military authorities and 
senators and congressmen attend- 
ing it sent a message of protest 
against the proposed bill to the 
House of Representatives. The 
Cardinal also asked for prayers 
for its defeat. 


play the organ. 


One American priest pointed to another in the assemblage 
and whispered, “He can.” Before the poor man knew what had 
happened, he was sitting at the organ with a stunned expression 
It had been years since he had played a note! 
A voice whispered a command in his ear: “Play processional 


on his face. 


music!” 


Taking a deep breath, the substitute organist plunged in. 
The organ pealed out and the march toward the altar started. 
As the music progressed, puzzled looks were exchanged between 
some of the participants—and on the faces of the American re- 
ligious a look of incredulity deepened into amused recognition. 

With all the trimmings of processional music, the organist 
was playing “Tiptoe Through the Tulips.”—Suzanne Marque in 


The Sign. 


Thee.”—St. Francis of Assisi. 


Walter, O.S.B. 


Command Performance 


It happened in one of the main churches in Rome. Special 
services were being held in which visiting priests from every 
part of the globe would march in procession. All were gathered in 
the vestibule, waiting for the music to begin, 

There was a stir of excitment. The organist had been taken 
ill unexpectedly, and frantic inquiries were made as to who would 


“O Lord, help us to live for others, that we may live for 


There is no more dreadful witness, no more terrible accuser, 
than the conscience which dwells in every man’s heart.—Fr. 
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READY NOW! 


Art 


Beautiful « Practical « Economical 


This is the preferred Catholic Art 
Calendar because it serves the 
family best - - - because it is accu- 
rate, officially approved, attractive 
and complete. 


Large 9%" x 16” pages contain 
thirteen appealing full-color repro- 
ductions of famous religious paint- 
ings. Each page features essential 
information for every Catholic, in- 
cluding all holydays of obligation, 
Church feasts and religious obliga- 
tions, all prominently shown for 
quick reference. Plus a wealth of 
important Catholic information on 
the back cover. 


PRACTICAL 
CHRISTMAS GIFTS! 


Order in money-saving quantities 
now for holiday gifts to relatives 


and friends. 
5c 
3 for $1.00 12 for $3.50 


j Galentar 
for the Catholic Home 
19 FR 52 


The daily guide for every Catholic hanie 


OUR SUNDAY VISITOR, INC. Huntington, Indiana 


oO R D E R Please send postpaid Church Art Calendars for 1952. 
T op AY Cocheek Cicurrency Cmoney Order. 


Immediate 
delivery! Addren 


Name. 


City, Zone_____ State 
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Order these colorful Christmas cards NOW! 


and delicate pastel tints 


Designed by outstanding greeting card 
artists —the kind of cards you're happy to 
send to relatives and friends. 


Companion color illustrations inside, with 
appropriate sentiments of the season add 
even more to their beauty and appeal. The 
kind of cards you like to get—and receive. 
The kind you remember. 


All this for ONE DOLLAR! Fifteen beauti- 
ful Christian Christmas cards neatly packed 
with matching envelopes in an attractive 
gift box. 


Use this coupon for 
immediate delivery! 


Send Our Sunday Visitor, Huntington, Indiana 


Today! Please send me postpaid boxes of 1951 Christmas 
Cards at $1.00 per box. I enclose $ 


ORDER NOW 
before the 


al New designs in vivid colors Yr A 
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